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PROLOGUE 
PARIS: 1788 

" CowASD 1 Coward I Coward 1 " 

The words rang out, clear, strident, passion- 
ate, in a crescendo of agonised humiliation. 

The boy, quivering with rage, had sprung 
to his feet, and, losing his balance, he fell for- 
ward clutching at the table, whilst with a con- 
vulsive movement of the lids, he tried in vain 
to suppress the tears of shame which were 
blinding him. 

" Coward I '' He tried to shout the insult so 
that all might hear, but his parched throat re- 
fused him service, his trembling hands sought 
the scattered cards upon the table, he collected 
them together, quickly, nervously fingering 
them with feverish energy, then he hurled them 
at the man opposite, whilst with a final effort 
he still contrived to mutter: " Coward 1 ** 

The older men tried to interpose, but the 
young ones only laughed, quite prepared for 
the adventure which must inevitably ensue, the 
only possible ending to a quarrel such as this. 

9 
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10 I WILL REPAY 

Conciliation or arbitration was out of the 
question. DeroulMe should have known better 
than to speak disrespectfully of Ad^le de 
Montcheri, when the little Vicomte de Mamy's 
infatuation for the notorious beauty had been 
the talk of Paris and Versailles these many 
months past 

Adde was very lovely and a veritable tower 
of greed and egotism. The Mamys were rich 
and the little Vicomte very young, and just 
now the brightly plumaged hawk was busy 
plucking the latest pigeon, newly arrived from 
its ancestral cote. 

The boy was still in the initial stage of his 
infatuation. To him Adele was a paragon 
of all the virtues, and he would have done battle 
on her behalf against the entire aristocracy of 
France, in a vain endeavor to justify his own 
exalted opinion of one of the most dissolute 
women of the epoch. He was a first-rate 
swordsman too, and his friends had already 
learned that it was best to avoid all allusions to 
Ad^le's beauty and weaknesses. 
• But D6roulede was a noted blunderer. He 
was little versed in the manners and tones of 
that high society in which, somehow, he still 
seemed an intruder. But for his great wealth 
no doubt he never would have been admitted 
within the intimate circle of aristocratic 
France.' His ancestry was somewhat doubtful 
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and his coat-of -arms unadorned with quarter- 
ings. 

But little was known of his family or the 
origin of its wealth; it was only known that 
his father had suddenly become the late Eang's 
dearest friend, and conmionly surmised that 
DeroulMe gold had on more than one occasion 
filled the emptied coffers of the First Grentle- 
man of France. 

Deroulede had not sough]^ the present 
quarrel. He had merely blundered in that 
clumsy way of his, which was no doubt a part 
of the inheritance bequeathed to him by his 
bourgeois ancestry. 

He knew nothing of the little Vicomte's 
private affairs, still less of his relationship with 
AdMe, but he knew enough of the world and 
enough of Paris to be acquainted with the 
lady's reputation. He hated at all times to 
speak of women. He was not what in those 
days would be termed a ladies' man, and was 
even somewhat unpopular with the sex. But in 
this instance the conversation had drifted 
in that direction, and when Ad^le's natne 
was mentioned every one became silent, 
save the little Vicomte, who waxed en- 
thusiastic. 

A shrug of the shoulders on D^roulMe's 
part had aroused the boy's ire, then a few 
casual words, and^ without further warning, 
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the insult had been hurled and the cards thrown 
in the older man's face. 

DeroulMe did not move from his seat. He 
sat erect and placid, one knee crossed over the 
other, his serious, rather swarthy face perhaps 
a shade paler than usual: otherwise it seemed 
as if the insult had never reached his ears, or 
the cards struck his cheek. 

He had perceived his blunder, just twenty 
seconds too late. Now he was sorry for the 
boy and angered with himself, but it was too 
late to draw back. To avoid a conflict he would 
at this moment have sacrificed half his fortune, 
but not one particle of his dignity. 

He knew and respected the old Due de 
Mamy, a feeble old man now, almost a dotard, 
whose hitherto spotless blason, the yoimg 
Vicomte, his son, was doing his best to be- 
smirch. 

When the boy fell forward, blind and drunk 
with rage, D^roulede leant towards him auto- 
matically, quite kindly, and helped him to his 
feet. He would have asked the lad's pardon 
for his own thoughtlessness, had that been 
possible: but the stilted code of so-called 
honour forbade so logical a proceeding. It 
would have done no good, and could but im- 
peril his own reputation without averting the 
traditional sequel. 

The panelled walls of the celebrated gaming 



I 



PROLOGUE 18 

saloon had often witnessed scenes such as this. 
All those present acted by routine. The eti- 
quette of duelling prescribed certain formali- 
ties, and these were strictly but rapidly ad- 
hered to. 

The young Vicomte was quickly surrounded 
by a close circle of friends. His great name, 
his wealth, his father's influence, had opened 
for him every door in Versailles and Paris. 
At this moment, he might have had an army of 
seconds to support him in the coming conflict. 

Deroulede for a while was left alone near 
the card table, where the unsnuffed candles 
began smouldering in their sockets. He had 
risen to his feet, somewhat bewildered at the 
rapid turn of events. His dark, restless eyes 
wandered for a moment round the room, as if 
in quick search for a friend. 

But where the Vicomte was at home by right, 
Deroulede had only been admitted by reason 
of his wealth. His acquaintances and 
sycophants were many, but his friends 
very few. 

For the first time this fact was brought home 
to him. Every one in the room must have 
known and realised that he had not wilfully 
sought this quarrel, that throughout he had 
borne himself as any gentleman would, yet 
now, when the issue was so close at hand, no 
one came forward to stand by him. 
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" For form's sake, monsieur, will you choose 
your seconds? '* 

It was the young Marquis de Villef ranche 
who spoke, a little haughtily, with a certain 
ironical condescension towards the rich par- 
venu, who was about to have the honour of 
crossing swords with one of the noblest gentle- 
men in France. 

"I pray you. Monsieur le Marquis," re- 
joined Deroul^de coldly, " to make the choice 
for me. You see, I have few friends in Paris." 

The Marquis bowed, and gracefully flour- 
ished his lace handkerchief. He was accus- 
tomed to being appealed to in all matters per- 
taining to etiquette, to the toilet, to the latest 
cut in coats, and the procedure in duels. Good- 
natured, foppish, and idle, he felt quite happy 
and in his element thus to be made diief organ- 
iser of the tragic farce about to be enacted on 
the parquet floor of the gaming saloon. 

He looked about the room for a while, 
scrutinising the faces of those around him. 
The gilded youth were crowding round de 
Mamy; a few older men stood in a group at 
the farther end of the rooi^: to these tiie 
Marquis turned, and addressing one of them, 
an elderly man with a military bearing and a 
shabby brown coat: 

" Mon Colonel," he said, with another flour- 
ishing bow; " I am deputed by M. Deroulede 
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to provide him with seconds for this affau* of 
honour, may I call upon you to '^ 

" Certainly, certainly," replied the Colonel. 
"I am not intimately acquainted with M. 
Deroulede, but since you stand sponsor, M. le 
Marquis " 

"Oh!" rejoined the Marquis, lightly, "a 
mere matter of form, you know. M. Derou- 
IMe belongs to the entourage of Her Majesty. 
He is a man of honour. But I am not liis 
sponsor. Marny is my friend, and if you 
prefer not to—" 

" Indeed I am entirely at M. DeroulMe's 
service/' said the Colonel, who had thrown a 
quick, scrutinising glance at the isolated figure 
near the card table, "if he will accept my 
services '' 

" He will be very glad to accept, my dear 
Colonel," whispered the Marquis with an 
ironical twist of his aristocratic lips. " He has 
no friends in our set, and if you and de Quet- 
tare will honour him, I think he should be 
grateful." 

M. de Quettare, adjutant'to M. le Colonel, 
was ready to follow in the footsteps of his 
chief, and the two men, after the prescribed 
salutations to M. le Marquis de Villefranche, 
went across to speak to Deroulede. 

" If you will accept our services, monsieur," 
began the Colonel abruptly, " mine, and my 
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adjutant's, M. de Quettare, we place ourselves 
entirely at your disposal." 

" I thank you, messieurs," rejoined Derou- 
Ihde. " The whole thing is a farce, and that 
young man is a fool, but I have been in the 
wrong and ^" 

"You would wish to apologise?" queried 
the Colonel icily. 

The worthy soldier had heard something of 
D6roulede's reputed bourgeois ancestry. This 
suggestion of an apology was no doubt in 
accordance with the customs of the middle- 
classes, but the Colonel literally gasped at the 
unworthiness of the proceeding. An apology? 
Bah I Disgusting I cowardly! beneath the dig- 
nity of any gentleman however wrong he might 
be. How could two soldiers of His Majesty's 
army identify themselves with such doings? 

But Deroul^de seemed unconscious of the 
enormity of his suggestion. 

" If I could avoid a conflict," he said, " I 
would tell the Vicomte that I had no knowl- 
edge of his admiration for the lady we were 
discussing and ^" 

" Are you so very much afraid of getting 
a sword scratch, monsieur?" interrupted the 
Colonel impatiently, whilst M. de Quettare 
elevated a pair of aristocratic eyebrows in 
bewilderment at such an extraordinary display 
of bourgeois cowardice. 



PROLOGUE 17 

" You mean. Monsieur le Colonel? " 

queried Deroulede. 

" That you must either fight the Vicomte de 
Mamy to-night, or clear out of Paris to-mor- 
row. Your position in our set would become 
untenable/' retorted the Colonel, not unkindly, 
for in spite of Deroulede's extraordinary atti- 
tude, there was nothing in his bearing or his 
appearance that suggested cowardice or fear. 

" I bow to your superior knowledge of your 
friends, M. le Colonel," responded Deroulede, 
as he silently drew his sword from its sheath. 

The centre of the saloon was quickly cleared. 
The seconds measured the length of the swords 
and then stood behind the antagonists, slightly 
in advance of the groups of spectators, who 
stood massed all round the room. 

They represented the flower of what France 
had of the best and noblest in name, in lineage, 
in chivalry, in that year of grace 1788. The 
storm-cloud which a few years hence was des- 
tined to break over their heads, sweeping them 
from their palaces to the prison and the guillo- 
tine, was only gathering very slowly in the dim 
horizon of squalid, starving>Paris : for the next 
half-dozen years they would still dance and 
gamble, fight and flhrt, surroimd a tottering 
throne, and hoodwink a weak monarch. The 
Fates' avenging sword still rested in its sheath, 
^ the relentless, ceaseless wheel still bore them up 
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in their whirl of pleasure ; the downward move- 
ment had only just begun: the cry of the 
oppressed children of France had not yet been 
heard above the din of dance music and lovers' 
serenades. 

The young Due de Chateaudun was there, 
he, who nine years later went to the guillotine 
on that cold September mornings his hair 
dressed in the latest fashion, the finest Mechlin 
lace around his wrists, playing a final game of 
piquet with his younger brother, as the tumbril 
bore them along through the hooting, yelling 
crowd of the half -naked starvelings of Paris. 

There was the Vicomte de Mirepoix, who, a 
few years later, standing on the platform of 
the guillotine, laid a bet with M. de Miranges 
that his own blood would flow bluer than that 
of any other head cut that day in France. 
Citizen Samson heard the bet made, and when 
de Mirepoix's head fell into the basket, the 
headsman lifted it up for M. de Miranges to 
see. The latter laughed. 

" Mirepoix was always a braggart," he said 
lightly, as he laid his head upon the block. 
" Who'll take my bet that my blood turns out 
to be bluer than his? " 

But of all these comedies, these tragico- 
f arces of later years, none who were present on 
that night, when the Vicomte de Marny fought 
Paul Deroulede, had as yet any presentiment. 
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They watched the two men fighting, with 
the same casual interest, at first, which they 
would have bestowed on the dancing of a new 
movement in the minuet. 

De Mamy came of a race that had wielded 
the sword for many cent^p^s, but he was hot, 
excited, not a little addl^ with wine and rage. 
Deroulede was lucky; he would come out of 
the affair with a slight scratch. 

A good swordsman too, that wealthy par- 
venu. It was interesting to watch his sword- 
play: very quiet at first, no feint or parry, 
scarcely a riposte, only en garde, always en 
garde very carefuUy, steadily, ready for his 
antagonist at every turn and in every circum- 
stance. 

Gradually the circle round the combatants 
narrowed. A few discreet exclamations of 
admiration greeted Deroul^de's most success- 
ful parry. De Mamy was getting more and 
more excited, the older man more and more 
sober and reserved. 

A thoughtless lunge placed the little Vi- 
comte at his opponent's mercy. The next 
instant he was disarmed, and the seconds were 
pressing forward to end the conflict. 

Honour was satisfied; the parvenu and the 
sdon of the ancient race had crossed swords 
over the reputation of one of the most disso- 
lute women in France. Deroulede's modera- 
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tion was a lesson to all the hot-blooded young 
bloods who toyed with their lives, their honour, 
their reputation as lightly as they did with their 
laee-edged handkerchiefs and gold snuff- 
boxes. 

Already Deroulede had drawn back. With 
the gentle tact peculiar to kindly people, he 
avoided looking at his disarmed antagonist. 
But something in the older man's attitude 
seemed to further nettle the over-stimulated 
sensibility of the young Vicomte. 

" This is no child's play, monsieur," he said 
excitedly. " I demand full satisfaction." 

" And are you not satisfied? " queried De- 
roulede. " You have borne yourself bravely, 
you have fought in honour of your liege lady. 
I on the other hand " 

"You," shouted the boy hoarsely, "you 
shall publicly apologise to a noble and virtuous 
woman whom you have outraged — now — ^at 
once — on your knees " 

" You are mad, Vicomte," rejoined Derou- 
Ihde coldly. " I am willing to ask your for- 
giveness for my blunder " 

"An apology — ^in public — on your knees 



The boy had become more and more excited. 
He had suffered humiliation after humiliation. 
He was a mere lad, spoilt^ adulated, pampered 
from his boyhood: the wine had got into his 
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head, the intoxication of rage and hatred 
blinded his saner judgment. 

'' Coward! " he shouted again and again. 

His seconds tried to interpose, but he waved 
tiiem feverishly aside. He would listen to no 
one. He saw no one save the man who had 
insulted Ad^le, and who was heaping further 
insult upon her, by refusing this public 
acknowledgment of her virtues. 

De Marny hated Deroulede at this moment 
with the most deadly hatred the heart of man 
can conceive. The older man's calm, his chiv- 
alry, his consideration only enhanced the boy's 
anger and shame. 

The hubbub had become general. Everyone 
seemed carried away with this strange fever of 
enmity which was seething in the Vicomte's 
veins. Most of the young men crowded 
round de Marny, doing their best to pacify 
him. The Marquis de Villefranche declared 
that the matter was getting quite outside the 
rules. 

No one took much notice of Deroulede. In 
the remote comers of the room a few elderly 
dandies were laying bets as to the ultimate 
issue of the quarrel. 

Deroulede, however, was beginning to lose 
his temper. He had no friends in that room, 
and therefore there was no sympathetic ob- 
server there, to note the gradual darkening of 
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his eyes, like the gathering of a cloud heavy 
with the coming storm. 

" I pray you, messieurs, let us cease the ar- 
gument," he said at last, in a loud, impatient 
voice. "M. le Vicomte de Mamy desires a 
further lesson, and by God he shall have it. 
En garde, M. le Vicomte." 

The crowd quickly drew back. The seconds 
once more assumed the bearing and impertur- 
bable expression which their important func- 
tion demanded. The hubbub ceased as the 
swords began to clash. 

Everyone felt that farce was turning to 
tragedy. 

And yet it was obvious from the first that 
Deroulede merely meant once more to disarm 
his antagonist, to give him one more lesson, a 
little more severe perhaps than the last. He 
was such a brilliant swordsman, and de Mamy 
was so excited, that the advantage was with 
him from the very first. 

How it all happened, nobody afterwards 
could say. There is no doubt tihat the little 
Vicomte's sword-play had become more and 
more wild: that he uncovered himself in the 
most reckless way, whilst lunging wildly at his 
opponent's breast, until at last, in one of these 
mad, unguarded moments, he seemed literally 
to throw himself upon DeroulMe's weapon. 

The latter tried with lightning-swift motion 
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of the wrist to avoid the fatal issue, but it was 
too late, and without a sigh or groan, scarce a 
tremor, the Vicomte de Mamy fell. 

The sword dropped out of his hand, and it 
was Deroul^de himself who caught the boy in 
his arms. 

It had all happened so quickly and suddenly 
that no one had realised it all, until it was over, 
and the lad was lying prone on the ground, his 
elegant blue satin coat stained with red, and 
his antagonist bending over him. 

There was nothing more to be done. Eti- 
quette demanded that Deroulede should with- 
draw. He was not allowed to do anything for 
the boy whom he had so unwillingly sent to his 
death. 

As before, no one took much notice of him. 
Silence, the awesome silence caused by the 
presence of the great Master,, fell upon all 
those around. Only in the far corner a shrill 
voice was heard to say: 

" I hold you at five hundred louis. Marquis. 
The parvenu is a good swordsman." 

The groups parted as Deroulede walked out 
of the room, followed by the Colonel and M. de 
Quettare, who stood by him to the last. Both 
were old and proved soldiers, both had chivalry 
and courage in them, with which to do tribute 
to the brave man whom they had seconded. 

At the door of the establishment, they met 
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the leech who had been summoned some little 
time ago to hold himself in readiness for any 
eventuality. 

The great eventuality had occurred: it was 
beyond the leech's learning. In the brilliantly 
lighted saloon above, the only son of the Due 
de Mamy was breathing his last, whilst D^rou- 
IMe, wrapping his mantle closely round him, 
strode out into the dark street, aU alone. 



II 



Th£ head of the house of Mamy was at this 
time barely seventy years of age. But he had 
Kved every hour, every minute of his life, from 
the day when the Grand Monarque gave him 
his first appointment as gentleman page in 
waiting when he was a mere lad, barely twelve 
years of age, to the moment — ^some ten years 
ago now — ^when Nature's relentless hand 
struck him down in the midst of his pleasures, 
withered him in a jQash as she does a sturdy old 
oak, and nailed him — ^a cripple, almost a dotard 
— ^to the invalid chair which he would only quit 
for his last resting-place. 

Juliette was then a mere sUp of a girl, an old 
man's child, the spoilt darling of his last happy 
years. She had retained some of the melan- 
choly which had characterised her mother, the 
gentle lady who had endured so much so pa- 
tiently, and who had bequeathed this final ten- 
der burden — her baby girl — ^to the brilliant, 
handsome husband whom she had so deeply 
loved, and so often forgiven. 

When the Due de Mamy entered the final 
awesome stage of his gilded career, that death- 
like life which he dragged on for ten years 
wearily to the grap^^ Juliette became his only 
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joy, his one-g^eam of happiness in the midst 
of torturing mdl^pries. 

In her deep, teiid^ eyes he would see mir- 
rored the present, the future for her, and 
would forget his past whhall its gaieties, its 
mad, merry years, that meantsnothing now but 
bitter regrets, an endless rosary of the might- 
have-beens. 

And then there was the boy. The little 
Vicomte, the future Due de Marny, who would 
in his Uf e, and with his youth recreate the glory 
of the family, and make France once more 
ring with the echo of brave deeds and gal- 
lant adventures, which had made the name of 
Marny so glorious in camp and court. 

The Vicomte was not his father's love, but 
he was his father's pride, and from the depths 
of his huge, cushioned arm-chair, the old man 
would Usten with delight to stories from Ver- 
sailles and Paris, the young Queen and the 
fascinating Lamballe, the latest play and the 
newest star in the theatrical firmament. His 
feeble, tottering mind would then take him 
back, along the paths of memory, to his own 
youth and his own triumphs, and in the joy and 
pride in his son, he would forget himself for 
the sake of the boy. 

When they brought the Vicomte home that 
night, Juliette was the first to wake. She 
heard the noise outside t^e great gates, the 
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coach slowly drawing up, the ring for the door- 
keeper, and the sound of Matthieu's mutter- 
ings, who never liked to be called up in the 
middle of the night to let anyone through the 
gates. 

Somehow a presentiment of evil at once 
struck the young girl: the footsteps sounded 
so heavy and muffled along the flagged court- 
yard, and up the great oak staircase. It seemed 
as if they were carrying something heavy, 
something inert or dead. 

She jumped out of bed and hastily wrapped 
a cloak round her thin girlish shoulders, and 
slipped her feet into a pair of heelless shoes, 
then she opened her bedroom door and looked 
out upon the landing. 

Two men, whom she did not know, were 
walking upstairs abreast, two more were carry- 
ing a heavy burden, and Matthieu was behind 
moaning and crying bitterly. 

Juliette did not move. She stood in the 
doorway rigid as a statue. The little cortege 
went past her. No one saw her, for the land- 
ings in the Hotel de Marny are very wide, and 
Matthieu's lantern only threw a dim, flickering 
light upon the floor. 

The men stopped outside the Vicomte's 
room. Matthieu opened it, and the five men 
disappeared within, with their heavy burden. 

A moment later .pld PetroneUe, who had 
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been Juliette's nurse, and was now her devoted 
slave, came to her, all bathed in tears. 

She had just heard the news, and she could 
scarcely speak, but she folded the young girl, 
her dear pet lamb, in her arms, and rocking 
herself to and fro she sobbed and eased her 
aching, motherly heart. 

But Juliette did not cry. It was all so sud- 
den, so awful. She, at fourteen years of age, 
had never dreamed of death; and now there 
was her brother, her Philippe, in whom she had 
so much joy, so much pride — ^he was dead — ^and 
her father must be told 

The awf ulness of this task seemed to Juliette 
like imto the last Judgment Day; a thing so 
terrible, so appalling, so impossible, that it 
would take a host of angels to proclaim its 
inevitableness. 

The old cripple, with one foot in the grave, 
whose whole feeble mind, whose pride, whose 
final flicker of hope was concenfa*ated in his 
boy, must be told that the lad had been brought 
home dead. 

" Will you tell him, Petronelle? '* she asked 
repeatedly during the brief intervals, when the 
violence of the old nurse's grief subsided some- 
what. 

" No — ^no — darling, I cannot — ^I cannot — " 
moaned Petronelle, amidst a renewed shower 
of sohs. ^ 
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Juliette's entire soul — ^a diild's soul it was — 
rose in revolt at thought of what was before 
her. She felt angered with God for having 
put such a thing upon her. What right had 
He to demand a girl of her years to endure so 
much mental agony? 

To lose her brother, and to witness her 
father's grief! She couldn't! she couldn't! she 
couldn't! Gk)d was evil and unjust! 

A distant tinkle of a beU made all her nerves 
suddenly quiver. Her father was awake then? 
He had heard the noise, and was ringing his 
beU to ask for an explanation of the disturb- 
ance. 

With one quick movement Juliette jerked 
herself free from her nurse's arms, and before 
Petronelle could prevent her, she had run out 
of the room, straight across the dark landing 
to a large panelled door opposite. 

The old Due de Mamy was sitting on the 
edge of his bed, with his long, thin legs 
dangling helplessly to the ground. 

Crippled as he was, he had struggled to this 
upright position, he was making frantic, miser- 
able efforts to raise himself still further. He, 
too, had heard the dull thud of feet, tlie 
shuffling gait of men when canying a heavy 
burden. 

His mind flew back half-a-century to the 
days when he had witnessed scenes, wherein he 
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was then merely a half -interested spectator. 
He knew the cortege composed of valets and 
friends, with the leech walking beside that 
precious burden, which anon would be depos- 
ited on the bed and left to the tender care of a 
mourning family. 

Who knows what pictures were conjured up 
before that enfeebled vision? But he guessed. 
And when Juliette dashed into his room, and 
stood before him, pale, trembling, a world of 
misery in her great eyes, she knew that he 
guessed and that she need not tell him. God 
had already done that for her. 

Pierre, the old Due's devoted valet, dressed 
him as quickly as he could. M. le Due insisted 
on having his habit de ceremonie, the rich suit 
of black velvet with the priceless lace and dia- 
mond buttons, which he had worn when they 
laid le Roi Soleil to his eternal rest. 

He put on his orders and buckled on his 
sword. The gorgeous clothes, which had suited 
him so well in the prime of his manhood, hung 
somewhat loosely on his attenuated frame, but 
he looked a grand and imposing figure, with his 
white hair tied behind with a great black 
bow, and the fine jabot of beautiful point 
d*Angleterre falling in a soft cascade below 
his chin. 

Then holding himself as upright as he could, 
he sat in his invalid chair, and four flunkeys 
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in full livery carried him to the deathbed of 
his son. 

All the house was astir by now. Torches 
burnt in great sockets in the vast hall and 
along the massive oak stairway, and hundreds 
of candles flickered ghostlike in the vast apart- 
ments of the princely mansion. 

The numerous servants were arrayed on the 
landing, all dressed in the rich livery of the 
ducal house. 

The death of an heir of the Mamys is an 
event that history makes a note of. 

The old Due's chair was placed close to the 
bed, where lay the dead body of the young 
Vicomte. He made no movement, nor did he 
utter a word or sigh. Some of those who were 
present at the time declared that his mind had 
completely given way, and that he neither felt 
nor understood the death of his son. 

The Marquis de Villef ranche, who had fol- 
lowed his friend to the last, took a final leave 
of the sorrowing house. 

Juliette scarcely noticed him. Her eyes 
were fixed on her father. She would not look 
at her brother. A childlike fear had seized 
her, there, suddenly, between these two silent 
figures: the living and the dead. 

But just as the Marquis was leaving the 
room, the old man spoke for the first time. 
" Marquis," he said very quietly, " you forget 
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— ^you have not yet told me who killed my son." 

" It was in fair fight, M. le Due," replied 
the young Marquis, awed in spite of all his 
frivolity, his light-heartedness, by this strange, 
almost mysterious tragedy. 

" Who killed my son, M. le Marquis? " re- 
peated the old man mechanically. " I have the 
right to know," he added with sudden, weird 
energy. 

" It was M. Paul Deroulede, M. le Due," 
replied the Marquis. " I repeat, it was in fair 
fight." 

The old Due sighed as if in satisfaction. 
Then with a courteous gesture of farewell 
reminiscent of the grand siecle he added: 

"'All thanks from me and mine to you, 
Marquis, would seem but a mockery. Your 
devotion to my son is beyond human thanks. 
I'll not detain you now. FareweU." 

Escorted by two lacqueys, the Marquis 
passed out of the room. 

'" Dismiss all the servants, Juliette; I have 
something to say," said the old Due, and the 
young girl, silent, obedient, did as her father 
bade her. 

Father and sister were alone with their dead. 

As soon as the last hushed footsteps of the 
retreating servants died away in the distance, 
the Due de Marny seemed to throw away the 
lethargy which had enveloped him until now. 
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With a quick, feverish gesture he seized his 
daughter's wrist, and murmured excitedly: 

"" His name. You heard his name, Juliette." 

" Yes, father," replied the child. 

"PaulDeroulede! PaulDeroulede! You'U 
not forget it?" 

" Never, father! " 

" He killed your brother 1 You understand 
that? Killed my only son, the hope of my 
house, the last descendant of the most glorious 
race that has ever added lustre to the history 
of France." 

" In fair fight, father! " protested the child. 

"'Tis not fair for a man to kill a boy," 
retorted the old man, with furious energy. 
" D6roulMe is thirty : my boy was scarce out of 
his teens : may the vengeance of God fall upon 
the murderer! " 

Juliette, awed, terrified, was gazing at her 
father with great, wondering eyes. He seemed 
unlike himself. His face wore a curious ex- 
pKSsion of ecstasy and of hatred, also of hope 
and exultation, whenever he looked steadily 
at her. 

That the final glimmer of a tottering reason 
was fast leaving the poor, aching head she was 
too young to realise. Madness was a word that 
had only a vague meaning for her. Though 
she did not understand her father at the pres- 
ent mcmient, though she was half afraid of him, 
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she would have rejected with scorn and horror 
any suggestion that he was mad. 

Therefore when he took her hand and, draw- 
ing her nearer to the bed and to himself, 
placed it upon her dead brother's breast, she 
recoiled at the touch of the inanimate body, so 
unlike anything she had ever touched before, 
but she obeyed her father without any ques- 
tion, and listened to his words as to those of a 
sage. 

" Juliette, you are now fourteen, and able 
to understand what I am going to ask of 
you. If I were not chained to this mis- 
erable chair, if I were not a hopeless, help- 
less, abject cripple, I would not depute 
anyone, not even you, my only child, to 
do that which Gk)d demands that one of us 
should do." 

He paused a moment, and then continued 
earnestly: 

"Remember, Juliette, that you are of the 
house of Marny, that you are a Catholic, and 
that God hears you now. For you shall swear 
an oath before Him and me, an oath from 
which only death can relieve you. Will you 
swear, my child? " 

" If you wish it, father." 

" You have been to confession lately, Juli- 
ette?" 

" Yes, father; also to holy communion, yes- 
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terday," repKed the child. " It was the Fete 
Dieu, you know.'* 

"Then you are in a state of grace, my 
child? " 

" I was yesterday morning, father," replied 
the young girl naively, " but I have committed 
some little sins since then." 

" Then make your confession to God in your 
heart now. You must be in a state of grace 
when you speak the oath." 

The child closed her eyes, and as the old 
man watched her, he could see the lips framing 
the words of her spiritual confession. 

Juliette made the sign of the cross, then 
opened her eyes and looked at her father. 

" I am ready, father," she said; " I hope 
God has forgiven me the little sins of yester- 
day." 

" Will you swear, my child? " 

"What, father?" 

" That you will avenge your brother's death 
on his murderer? " 

" But, father " 

"Swearit,mychildl" 

" How can I fulfill that oath, father?— I 
don't understand " 

" .God will guide you, my child. When you 
are older you will understand." 

For a moment Juliette still hesitated. She 
was just on that borderland between childhood 
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and womanhood when all the sensibilities, the 
nervous system, the emotions, are strung to 
their highest pitch. 

Throughout her short life she had wor- 
shipped her father with a whole-hearted, pas- 
sionate devotion, which had completely blinded 
her to his weakening faculties and the feeble- 
ness of his mind. 

She was also in that initial stage of enthusi- 
astic piety which overwhelms every girl of 
temperament, if she be brought up in the 
Roman Catholic religion, when she is first 
initiated into the mysteries of the Sacraments. 

Juliette had been to confession and com- 
munion. She had been confirmed by Monseig- 
neur, the Archbishop. Her ardent natuije had 
responded to the full to the sensuous and 
ecstatic expressions of the ancient faith. 

And somehow her father's wish, her brother s 
death, all seemed mingled in her brain with that 
religion, for which in her juvenile enthusiasm 
she would willingly have laid down her life. 

She thought of all the saints, whose lives she 
had been reading. Her young heart quivered 
at the thought of their sacrifices, their martyr- 
doms, their sense of duty. 

An exaltation, morbid perhaps, superstitious 
and overwhelming, took possession of her 
mind; also, perhaps, far back in the innermost 
recesses of her heart, a pride in her own import- 
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ance, her mission in life, her individuality: for 
she was a girl after all, a mere diild, about to 
become a woman. 

But the old Due was waxing impatient. 

" Surely you do not hesitate, Juliette, with 
your dead brother's body clamouring mutely 
for revenge? You, the only Mamy left now! 
— for from this day I too shaU be as dead." 

" No, father," said the young girl in an 
awed whisper, "I do not hesitate. I will swear, 
just as you bid me." 

" Repeat the words after me, my child." 

" Yes, father." 

"Before the face of Almighty Gk)d, who 
sees and hears me " 

" Before the face of Almighty Gk)d, who 
sees and hears me," repeated Juliette firmly. 

" I swear that I will seek out Paul Derou- 
lede." 

" I swear that I will seek out Paul Derou- 
lede." 

" And in any manner which God may dic- 
.( tate to me encompass his death, his ruin or dis- 
/ honour, in revenge for my brother's death." 

" And in any manner which God may dic- 
tate to me encompass his death, his ruin or dis- 
honour, in revenge for my brother's death," 
Juliette repeated solemnly. 

" May my brother's soul remain in torment 
until the final Judgment Day, if I break my 
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oath, but may it rest in eternal peace the day 
on which his death is fitly avenged," 

" May my brother's soul remain in torment 
until the final Judgment Day, if I should 
break my oath, but may it rest in eternal peace 
the day on which his death is fitly avenged. 

The child fell upon her knees. The oath 
was spoken, the old man was satisfied. 

He called for his valet and allowed himself 
quietly to be put to bed. 

One brief hour had transformed a child into 
a woman. A dangerous transformation when 
the brain is overburdened with emotions, when 
the nerves are overstrung and tiiie heart full to 
breaking. 

For the moment, however, the childlike na- 
ture reasserted itself for the last time, for 
Juliette, sobbing, had fled out of the room, to 
the privacy of her own apartment, and thrown 
herself passionately into the arms of kind old 
Petronelle. 



CHAPTER I 
PABis: 1798 

THE OUTBAGE 

It would have been very di£Scult to say why 
Citizen Deroulede was quite so popular as he 
was. Still more di£Scult would it have been to 
state the reason why he remained immune from 
the prosecutions, which were being conducted 
at the rate of several scores a day, now against 
the moderate Gironde, anon against the fanatic 
Mountain, until the whole of France was trans- 
formed into one gigantic prison, that daily fed 
the guillotine. 

But Deroulede remained unscathed. Even 
Merlin's law of the suspect had so far failed to 
touch him. And when, last July, the murder of 
Marat brought an entire holocaust of victims 
to the guillotine — ^f rom Adam Lux, who would 
have put up a statue in honour of Charlotte 
Corday, with the inscription: " Greater than 
Brutus," to Chalier, who would have had her 
publicly tortured and burned at the stake for 
her crime — ^DeroulMe alone said nothing, and 
was allowed to remain silent. 

The most seething time of that seething 
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revolution. No one knew in the morning if his 
head would still be on his own shoulders in the 
evening, or if it would be held up by Citizen 
Samson the headsman, for the sansculottes of 
Paris to see. 

Yet D6roulede was allowed to go his own 
way- 
Marat once said of him: " II n'est pas 
dangereux." The phrase had been taken up. 
Within the precmcts of the National Conven- 
tion, Marat was still looked upon as the great 
protagonist of Liberty, a martyr to his own 
convictions carried to the extreme, to squalor 
and dirt, to the downward levelling of man to 
what is the lowest type of humanity. And his 
sayings were still treasured up: even the 
Girondins did not dare to attack his memory. 
Dead Marat was more powerful than his living 
presentment had been. 

And he had said that DeroulMe was not 
dangerous. Not dangerous to Republicanism, 
to liberty, to that downward, levelUng process, 
the tearing down of old traditions, and the 
annihilation of past pretensions. 

DeroulMe had once been very rich. He had 
had sufficient prudence to give away in good 
time that which, undoubtedly, would have been 
taken away from him later on. 

But when he gave he gave willingly, at a 
time when France needed it most, and before 
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she had learned how to help herself to what she 
wanted. 

And somehow, in this instance, France had 
not forgotten: an invisible fortress seemed to 
surround Citizen Deroulede and keep his ene- 
mies at bay. They were few, but they existed. 
The National Convention trusted him. " He 
was not dangerous" to them. The people 
looked upon him as one of themselves, who 
gave whilst he had something to give. Who 
can gauge that most elusive of all things: 
Popularity? 

He lived a quiet life, and had never yielded 
to the omni-prevalent temptation of writing 
pamphlets, but lived alone with his mother and 
Anne Mie, the little orphaned cousin whom old 
Madame Deroulede had taken care of, ever 
since the child could toddle. 

Everyone knew his house in the Rue Ecole 
de Medecine, not far from the one wherein 
Marat lived and died, the only solid, stone 
house in the midst of a row of hovels evil- 
smelling and squalid. 

The street was narrow then, as it is now, and 
whilst Paris was cutting off the heads of her 
children for the sake of Liberty and Frater- 
nity, she had no time to bother about cleanli- 
ness and sanitation. 

Rue Ecole de Medecine did little credit 
to the school after which it was named. 



42 I WILL REPAY 

and it was a most unattractive crowd that 
usually thronged its uneven, muddy pave- 
ments. 

A neat gown, a clean kerchief, were quite 
an unusual sight down this way, for Anne Mie 
seldom went out, and old Madame Deroulede 
hardly ever left her room. A good deal of 
brandy was being drunk at the two drinking 
bars, one at each end of the long, narrow 
street, and by five o'clock in the afternoon it 
was undoubtedly best for women to remain 
indoors. 

The crowd of dishevelled, elderly Amazons 
who stood gossiping at the street comer could 
hardly be called women now. A ragged petti- 
coat, a greasy red kerchief round the head, a 
tattered, stained shift — ^to this pass of squalor 
and shame had Liberty brought the daughters 
of France. 

And they jeered at any passer-by less filthy, 
less degraded than themselves. 

" Ahl voyons I'aristol " they shouted every 
time a man m decent clothes, a woman with 
tidy cap and apron, passed swiftly down the 
street. 

And the afternoons were very lively. There 
was always plenty to see: first and foremost, 
the long procession of tumbrils, winding its 
way from the prisons to the Place de la Revolu- 
tion. The forty-four thousand sections of the 
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Committee of Public Safety sent their quota, 
each in their turn, to the guillotine. 

At one time these tumbrils contained royal 
ladies and gentlemen, ci-devant dukes and 
-princesses, aristocrats from every county in 
France, but now this stock was becoming ex- 
hausted. The wretched Queen Marie Antoin- 
ette still lingered in the Temple with her son 
and daughter. Madame Elisabeth was still 
allowed to say her prayers in peace, but ci-de- 
vant dukes and counts were getting scarce: 
those who had not perished at the hand of Citi- 
zen Samson were plying some trade in Ger- 
many or England. 

There were aristocratic joiners, innkeepers, 
and hairdressers. The proudest names in 
France were hidden beneath trade signs in 
London and Hamburg. A good number owed 
then* lives to that mysterious Scarlet Pimper- 
nel, that unknown Englshman who had 
snatched scores of victims from the clutches of 
Tinville the Prosecutor, and sent M. Chauve- 
lin, baffled, back to France, 

Aristocrats were getting scarce, so it was 
now the turn of deputies of the National Con- 
vention, of men of letters, men of science or 
of art, men who had sent others to the guillo- 
tine a twelvemonth ago, and men who had been 
loudest in defence of anarchy and its Reign 
of Terror. 
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They had revolutionised the Calendar: the 
Citizen-Deputies, and every good citizen of 
France, called this 19th day of August 1798 
the 2nd Fructidor of the year II. of the New 
Era. 

At six o'clock on that afternoon a young 
girl suddenly turned the angle of the Rue 
Ecole de Mededne, and after looking quickly 
to the right and left she began deliberately 
walking along the narrow street- 
It was crowded just then. Groups of excited 
women stood jabbering before every doorway. 
It was the home-coming hour after the usual 
spectacle on the Place de la Revolution. The 
men had paused at the various drinking booths, 
crowding the women out. It would be the 
turn of these Amazons next, at the brandy 
bars; for the moment they were left to gossip, 
and to jeer at the passer-by. 

At first the young girl did not seem to heed 
them. She walked quickly along, looking defi- 
antly before her, carrying her head erect, and 
stepping carefully from cobblestone to cobble- 
stone, avoiding the mud, which would have 
dirtied her dainty shoes. 

The harridans passed the time of day to 
her, and the time of day meant some obscene 
remark unfit for women's ears. The young 
girl wore a simple grey dress, with fine lawn 
herduef neatly folded across her bosom, a 
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large hat with flowing ribbons sat aboye the 
fairest face that ever gladdened men's eyes to 
see. Fairer still it would have been, but for 
the look of determination, which made it seem 
hard and old for the girl's years. 

She wore the tricolour scarf round her waist, 
else she had been more seriously molested ere 
now. But the Republican colours were her 
safeguard: whilst she walked quietly along, no 
one could harm her. 

Then suddenly a curious impulse seemed to 
seize her. It was just outside the large stone 
house belonging to Citizen-Deputy Deroulede. 
She had so far taken no notice of the groups • 
of women which she had come across. When 
they obstructed the footway, she had calmly 
stepped out into the middle of the road. 

It was wise and prudent, for she could close 
her ears to obscene language and need pay no 
heed to insult. 

Suddenly she threw up her head defiantly. 

"Will you please let me pass?" she said 
loudly, as a dishevelled Amazon stood before 
her with arms akimbo, glancing sarcastically 
at the lace petticoat, which just peeped beneath 
the young girl's simple grey frock. 

"Let her pass? Let her pass? Hoi hoi 
ho!" laughed the old woman, turning to the 
nearest group of idlers, and apostrophising 
them witib a loud oath. " Did you know, citi- 
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zeness, that this street had been specially made 
for aristos to pass along? " 

'' I am in a hurry, wUl you let me pass at 
once?" conmianded the young girl, tapping 
her foot impatiently on the ground. 

There was the whole width of the street on 
her right, plenty of room for her to walk along. 
It seemed positive madness to provoke a 
quarrel singlehanded, against this noisy group 
of excited females, just home from the ghastly 
spectacle around the guillotine. 

And yet she seemed to do it wilfully, as if 
coming to the end of her patience, all her 
proud, aristocratic blood in revolt against this 
evil-smelling crowd, which surrounded her. 

Half -tipsy men and noisome, naked urchins 
seemed to have sprung from everywhere. 

"Oho, quelle aristol" they shouted with 
ironical astonishment, gazing at the young 
girl's face, fingering her gown, thrusting be- 
grimmed, hate-distorted faces close to her own. 

Instinctively she recoiled and backed 
towards the house immediately on her left. It 
was adorned with a porch made of stout oak 
beams, with a tiled roof; an iron lantern de- 
scended from this, and there was a stone par- 
apet below, and a few steps, at right angles 
from the pavement, led up to the massive door. 

On these steps the young girl had taken 
refuge. Proud, defiant, she confronted the 
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howling mob, which she had so wilfully 
provoked, 

" Of a truth, Citizeness Margot, that grey 
dress would become you well!" suggested a 
young man, whose red cap hung in tatters 
over an evil and dissolute-looking face. 

" And all that fine lace would make a splen- 
did jabot round the aristo's neck when Citizen 
Samson holds up her head for us to see," added 
another, as with mock elegance he stooped and 
with two very grimy fibngers slightly raised the 
young girFs grey frock, displaying the lace- 
edged petticoat beneath. 

A volley of oaths and loud, ironical laughter 
greeted this sally. 

'" 'Tis mighty fibne lace to be thus hidden 
away," commented an elderly harridan. 
" Now would you believe it, my fibcie 
madam, but my legs are bare underneath my 
kirtle? " 

" And dirty, too, I'll lay a wager," laughed 
another. " Soap is dear in Paris just now." 

"The lace on the aristo's kerchief would 
pay the baker's bill of the whole family for a 
month 1" shouted an excited voice. 

Heat and brandy further addled the brains 
of this group of French citizens; hatred 
gleamed out of every eye. Outrage was immi- 
nent. The young girl seemed to know it, but 
she remained defiant and self-possessed, grad- 
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ually stepping back and back up the steps, 
closely followed by her assailants. 

" To the Yew with the gewgaw, thenl " 
shouted a thin, haggard female viciously, as 
she suddenly clutched at the young girl's ker- 
chief, and with a mocking, triumphant laugh 
tore it from her bosom. 

This outrage seemed to be the signal for 
the breaking down of the final barriers which 
ordinary decency should have raised. The 
language and vituperation became such as no 
chronicler could record. 

The girFs dainty white neck, her clear skin, 
the refined contour of shoulders and bust, 
seemed to have aroused the deadliest lust of 
hate in these wretched creatures, rendered 
bestial by famine and squalor. 

It seemed almost as if one would vie 
with the other in seeking for words which 
would most ofi^end these small aristocratic 
ears. 

The young girl was now crouching against 
the doorway, her hands held up to her ears to 
shut out the awful sounds. She did not seem 
frightened, only appalled at the terrible vol- 
cano which she had provoked. 

Suddenly a miserable harridan struck her 
straight in the face, with hard, grimy fist, and a 
long shout of exultation greeted this monstrous 
deed. 



THE OUTRAGE 49 

Then only did the gu-l seem to lose her self - 
control. 

" A moi," she shouted loudly, whilst ham- 
mering with both hands against the massive 
doorway, "A moil Murder 1 Murder I Cit- 
oyen DeroulMe, k moil" 

But her terror was greeted with renewed 
glee by her assailants. They were now roused 
to the highest point of frenzy: the crowd of 
brutes would in the next moment have torn the 
helpless girl from her place of refuge and 
dragged her into the mire, an outraged 
prey, for the satisfaction of an ungovernable 
hate. 

But just as half-a-dozen pairs of talon-like 
hands clutched frantically at her skirts, the 
door behind her was quickly opened. She felt 
her arm seized firmly, and herself dragged 
swiftly within the shelter of the threshold. 

Her senses, overwrought by the terrible 
adventure which she had just gone through, 
were threatening to reel; she heard the massive 
door close, shutting out the yells of baffled 
rage, the ironical laughter, the obscene words, 
which soimded in her ear like the shrieks of 
Dante's damned. 

She could not see her rescuer, for the hall 
into which he had hastily dragged her, was only 
dimly lighted. But a peremptory voice said 
quickly: 
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" Up the stairs, the room straight in front of 
you, my mother is there. Go quickly." 

She had fallen on her knees, cowering 
against the heavy oak beam which supported 
the ceiling, and was straining her eyes to catch 
sight of the man, to whom at this moment she 
perhaps owed more than her life: but he was 
standing against the doorway, with his hand 
on the latch. 

"What are you going to do?" she mur- 
mured. 

" Prevent their breaking into my house in 
order to drag you out of it," he replied quietly; 
" so I pray you do as I bid you." 

Mechanically she obeyed him, drew herself 
to her feet, and turning towards the stairs, 
began slowly to mount the shallow steps. Her 
knees were shaking under her, her whole body 
was trembling with horror at the awesome 
crisis she had just traversed. 

She dared not look back at her rescuer. 
Her head was bent, and her lips were murmur- 
ing half -audible words as she went. 

Outside the hooting and yelling was becom- 
ing louder and louder. Enraged fists were 
hammering violently against the stout oak 
door. 

At the top of the stairs, moved by an irre- 
sistible impulse, she turned and looked into the 
haU. 
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She saw his figure dimly outlined in the 
gloom, one hand on the latch, his head thrown 
back to watch her movements. 

A door stood ajar immediately in front of 
her. She pushed it open and went within. 

At that moment he too opened the door 
below. The shrieks of the howling mob once 
more resounded close to her ears. It seemed 
as if they had surrounded him. She wondered 
what was happening, and marvelled how he 
dared to face that awful crowd alone. 

The room into which she had entered was 
gay and cheerful-looking with its dainty chintz 
hangings and graceful, elegant pieces of furni- 
ture. The yoimg girl looked up, as a kindly 
voice said to her, from out the depths of a 
capacious armchair: 

*' Come in, come in, my dear, and close the 
door behind youl Did those wretches attack 
you? Never mind. Paul will speak to them. 
Come here, my dear, and sit down; there's no 
cause now for fear.*' 

Without a word the young girl came for- 
ward. She seemed now to be walking in a 
dream, the chintz hangings to be swaying 
ghostlike around her, the yells and shriel^ 
bdow to come from the very bowels of the 
earth. 

The old lady continued to pratUe on. She 
had taken the girl's hand in hers, and was 
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gently forcing her down on to a low stool 
beside her annchair. She was talking about 
Paul, and said something about Anne Mie, and 
then about the National Convention, and those 
beasts and savages, but mostly about <Paul. 

The noise outside had subsided. The girl 
felt strangely sick and tired. Her head seemed 
to be whirling round, the furniture to be danc- 
ing round her; the old lady's face looked at her 
through a swajring veil, and then — ^and 
then 

Tired Nature was having her way at last; 
she folded the quivering young body in her 
motherly arms, and wrapped the aching senses 
beneath her merciful mantle of imconscious- 
ness. 



CHAPTER II ^ 

CITIZEN-DEPUTY 

When, presently, the young girl awoke, with a 
delicious feeling of rest and well-being, she 
had plenty of leisure to think. 

So then, this was his house I She was actu- 
ally a guest, a rescued proteg^, beneath thie 
roof of Citoyen Deroulfede. 

He had (b-agged her from the clutches of 
the howling mob which she had provoked; his 
mother had made her welcome, a sweet-faced, 
young girl scarce out of her teens, sad-eyed 
and slightly deformed, had waited upon her 
and made her happy and comfortable. 

Juliette de Marny was in the house of the 
man, whom she had sworn before her Grod and 
before her father to pursue with hatred and 
revenge. 

Ten years had gone by since then. 

Lying upon the sweet-scented bed which the 
hospitality of the Deroul^des had provided for 
her, she seemed to see passing before her the 
sceptres of these past ten years — ^the first four, 
after her brother's death, until the old Due de 
Mamy's body slowly followed his soul to its 
grave. 

63 
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After that last glimmer of life beside the 
deathbed of his son, the old Due had practi- 
cally ceased to be. A mute, shrunken figure, 
he merely existed; his mind vanished, his mem- 
ory gone, a wreck whom Nature fortunately 
remembered at last, and finally took away from 
the invalid chair which had been his world. 

Then came those few years at the Convent 
of the Ursulines. Juliette had hoped that she 
had a vocation; her whole soul yearned for 
a secluded, a religious, life; great barriers of 
solemn vows and days spent in prayer and 
contemplation, to interpose between herself 
and the memory of that awful night when, 
obedient to her father's will, she had made the 
solemn oath to avenge her brother's death. 

She was only eighteen when she first entered 
the convent, cQrectly after her father's death, 
when she felt very lonely — ^both morally and 
mentally lonely — ^and followed by the obsession 
of that oath. 

She never spoke of it to anyone except to 
her confessor, and he, a simple-minded man of 
great learning and a total lack of knowledge 
of the world, was completely at a loss how to 
advise. 

The Archbishop was consulted. He could 
grant a dispensation, and release her of that 
most solemn vow. 

When first this idea was suggested to her. 
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Juliette was exultant. Her entire nature, 
which in itself was wholesome, light-hearted, 
the very reverse of morbid, rebelled against this 
unnatural task placed upon her young shoul- 
ders. It was only religion — ^the strange, 
warped religion of that extraordinary age — 
which kept her to it, which forbade her break- 
ing lightly that most unnatural oath. 

The Archbishop was a man of many duties, 
many engagements. He agreed to give this 
[ strange '' cas de conscience " his most earnest 
V attention. He would make no promises, but 
Mademoiselle de Mamy was rich. A muni- 
ficent donation to the poor of Paris, or to some 
cause dear to the Holy Father himself, might 
perhaps be more acceptable to God than the 
fulfilment of a compulsory oath. 

Juliette, within the convent walls, was wait- 
ing patiently for the Archbishop's decision at 
the very moment, when the greatest upheaval 
the world has ever known was beginning to 
shake the very foundations of France. 

The Archbishop had other things now to 
think about than isolated cases of conscience. 
He forgot all about Juliette, probably. He 
was busy consoling a monarch for the loss of 
his throne, and preparing himself and his 
royal patron for the scaflTold. 

The Convent of the Ursulines was scattered 
during the Terror. Everyone remembers the 



56 I WILL REPAY 

Thermidor massacres, and the thirty-four 
nuns» all daughters of ancient families of 
France, who went so cheerfully to the scaffold. 

Juliette was one of those who escaped con- 
demnation. How or why^j she herself could 
not have told. She was very young, and still 
a postulant; she was allowed to live in retire- 
ment with Petronelle, her old nurse, who had 
remained faithful through all these years. 

Then the Archbishop was prosecuted and 
imprisoned. Juliette made frantic efforts to 
see him, but all in vain. When he died, she 
looked upon her spiritual guide's death as a 
direct warning from God, that nothing could 
relieve her of her oath. 

She had watched the turmoils of the Revo- 
lution through the attic window of her tiny 
apartment in Paris. Waited upon by faithful 
Petronelle, she had been forced to live on the 
savings of that worthy old soul, as all her 
property, all the Mamy estates, the dot she 
took with her to the convent — everything, in 
fact — ^had been seized by the Revolutionary 
Government, self appointed to level fortunes, 
as well as individuals. 

From that attic window she had seen beauti- 
ful Paris writhing under the pitiless lash of the 
demon of terror which it had provoked; she had 
heard the rumble of the tumbrils, dragging day 
after day their load of victims to the insatiable 
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maker of this Revolution of Fraternity — ^the 
Guillotine. 

She had seen the gay, light-hearted people 
of this Star-City turned to howling heasts of 
prey, its women changed to sexless vultures, 
with murderous talons implanted in everything 
that is noble, high or beautiful. 

She was not twenty when the feeble, vacil- 
lating monarch and hLs imperious consort were 
dragged back — ^a pair of humiliated prisoners 
— ^to the capital from which they had tried to 
flee. 

Two years later, she had heard the cries of an 
entire people exulting over a regicide. Then 
the murder of Marat, by a young girl like her- 
self, the pale-faced, large-eyed Charlotte, who 
had committed a crime for the sake of a con- 
viction. "Greater than Brutus!" some 
had called her. Greater than Joan of 
Arc, for it was to a mission of evil and of 
sin that she was called from the depths of 
her Breton village, and not to one of glory 
and triumph. 

" Greater than Brutus! " 

Juliette followed the trial of Charlotte Cor- 
day with all the passionate ardour of her 
exalted temperament. 

Just think what an effect it must have had 
upon the mind of this young girl, who for nine 
years — ^the best of her life — ^had also lived with 



38 I WILL REPAY 

the idea of a sublime mission pervading her 
very soul. 

She watched Charlotte Corday at her trial. 
Conquering her natural repulsion for such 
scenes, and the crowds which usually watdied 
them, she had forced her way into the foremost 
rank of the narrow gallery which overlooked 
the Hall of the Revolutionary Tribunal. 

She heard the indictment, heard Tinville's 
speech and the calling of the witnesses. 

'' All this is unnecessary. I killed Marat 1 " 
Juliette heard the fresh young voice ringing 
out clearly above the murmur of voices, the 
howls of execration; she saw the beautiful 
young face, clear, calm, impassive. 

" I killed MaxatI " 

And there in the special space allotted to 
the Citizen-Deputies, sitting among those who 
represented the party of the Moderate Gir- 
onde, was Paul Deroul^e, the man whom she 
had sworn to pursue with a vengeance as ^eat, 
as complete, as that which guided Chaiflotte 
Corday's hand. ' 

She watched him during the trial, and won- 
dered if he had any presentiment of the hatred 
which dogged him, like unto the one whidi had 
dogged Marat. 

He was very dark, almost swarthy, a son of 
the South, with brown hair, free from powder, 
thrown back and revealing tiie brow of a stu- 
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dent rather than that of a legislator. He 
watched Charlotte Corday eam^y, and Juli- 
ette who watched him saw the look of measure- 
less pity, which softened the otherwise hard 
look of his dose-set eyes. 

He made an impassioned speech for the 
defence: a speech which has become historic. 
It would have cost any other man his head. 

Juliette marvelled at his courage; to defend 
Charlotte Corday was equivalent to acquiesc- 
ing in the death of Marat: Marat, the friend 
of the people, Marat whom his funeral orators 
had compared to the Great, the Sacred Lev- 
eller of Mankind ! 

But DeroulMe's speech was not a defence, 
it was an appeal. The most eloquent man of 
that eloquent age, his words seemed to find that 
hidden bit of sentiment which still lurked in the 
hearts qf these strange protagonists of Hate. 

Every one round Juliette listened as he 
spoke. '' It is Citoyen D6roulMel " whispered 
the bloodthirsty Amazons, who sat knitting in 
the gallery. 

But there was no further comment. A 
huge, magnificently equipped hospital for sick 
children had been thrown open in Paris that 
very morning, a gift to the nation from Cito- 
yen D6roul^de. Surely he was privileged to 
talk a little, if it pleased him. His hospital 
would cover quite a good many defalcations. 
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Even the rabid Mountain, Danton, Merlin, 
Santerre, shrugged their shoulders. "It is 
D6roulede, let him talk an he list. Murdered 
Marat said of him that he was not dangerous." 

Juliette heard it all. The knitters round her 
were talking loudly. Even Charlotte was 
almost forgotten whilst D6roul^de talked. He 
had a fine voice, of strong calibre, which 
echoed powerfully through the hall. 

He was rather short, but broad-shouldered 
and well knit, with an expressive hand, which 
looked slender and delicate below the fine lace 
rufile. 

Charlotte Corday was condemned. All De- 
roulede's eloquence could not save her. 

Juliette left the court in a state of mad 
exultation. She was very young: the scenes 
she had witnessed in the past two years could 
not help but excite the imagination of a young 
girl, left entirely to her own intellectual and 
moral resources. 

What scenes 1 Great Grod I 

And now to wait for an opportunity! 
Charlotte Corday, the half -educated little pro- 
vincial should not put to shame Mademoiselle 
de Mamy, the daughter of a hundred dukes, 
of those who had made France before she 
took to immaking herself. 

But she could not formulate any definite 
plans. P6tronelle, poor old soul, her only 
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confidante, was not of the stufi^ that heroines 
are made of. Juliette felt impelled by duty, 
and duty at best is not so prompt a counsellor 
as love or hate. 

Her adventure outside Deroulede's house 
had not been premeditated. Impulse and coin- 
cidence had worked their will with her. 

She had been in the habit, daily, for the past 
month, of wandering down the Rue Ecole de 
Medecine, ostensibly to gaze at Marat's house, 
as crowds of idlers were wont to do, but really 
in order to look at Deroulede's house. Once or 
twice she saw him coming or going from home. 
Once she caught sight of the inner hall, and of 
a young girl in a dark kirtle and snow-white 
kerchief bidding him good-bye at his door. 
Another time she caught sight of him at the 
comer of the street, helping that same young 
girl over the muddy pavement. He had just 
met her, and she was carrying a basket of pro- 
visions: he took it from her and carried it to 
the house. 

Chivalrous — eh? — ^and innately so, evi- 
dently, for the girl was slightly deformed: 
hardly a hunchback, but weak and unattract- 
ive-looking, with melancholy eyes, and a pale, 
pinched face. 

It was the thought of that little act of simple 
chivalry, witnessed the day before, which 
caused Juliette to provoke the scene which, but 
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for Deroulfede's timely interference, might 
have ended so fatally. But she reckoned on 
that interference : the whole thing had occurred 
to her suddenly, and she had carried it through. 

Had not her father said to her that when 
the time came, Grod would show her a means 
to the end. 

And now she was inside the house of the 
man who had murdered her brother and sent 
her sorrowing father a poor, senseless maniac, 
tottering to the grave. 

Would Grod's finger point again, and show 
her what to do next, how best to accomplish 
what she had sworn to do? 
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CHAPTER III 

HOSPITALITY 

" Is there anything more I can do for you now, 
mademoiselle? " 

The gentle, timid voice roused Juliette from 
the contemplation of the past. 

She smiled at Anne Mie, and held her hand 
out towards her. 

'' You have all been so kind," she said, '' I 
want to get up now and thank you all." 

" Don't move unless you feel quite well." 

'' I am quite well now. Those horrid people 
frightened me so, that is why I fainted." 

" They would have half -killed you, if " 

"Will you tell me where I am?" asked 
Juliette. 

" In the house of M. Paul DeroulMe— I 
should have said of Citizen-Deputy D^roul^de. 
He rescued you from the mob, and pacified 
them. He has such a beautiful voice that he 
can make any one listen to him, and " 

" And you are fond of him, mademoiselle? " 
added Juliette, suddenly feeling a mist of tears 
rising to her eyes. 

" Of course I am fond of him," rejoined the 
oUier girl simply, wliilft a look of tiie most 
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tender-hearted devotion seemed to beautify her 
pale face. '' He and Madame D6roul^de have 
brought me up; I never knew my parents. 
They have eared for me and he has taught me 
aU I know." 

" What do they call you, mademoiselle? " 

" My name is Anne Mie." 

" And mine, Juliette — Juliette Marny," she 
added after a slight hesitation. "' I have np 
parents either. My old nurse, Petronelle, has 

brought me up, and But tell me more 

about M. D6roulMe — ^I owe him so much I'd 
like to know him better." 

" Will you not let me arrange your hair? " 
said Anne Mie as if purposely evading a direct 
reply. " M. D6roulMe is in the salon with 
madame. You can see him then." 

Juliette asked no more questions, but al- 
lowed Anne Mie to tidy her hair for her, to 
lend her a fresh kerchief and generally to 
efface all traces of her terrible adventure. She 
felt puzzled and tearful. Anne Mie's gen- 
tleness seemed somehow to jar on her 
spirits. She could not understand the girl's 
position in the Deroulede household. Was 
she a relative, or a superior servant? In these 
troublous times she might easily have been 
both. 

In any case she was a childhood's companion 
of the Citizen-Deputy. Whether on an equal 
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or a humbler footing, Juliette would have 
given much to ascertain. 

With the marvellous instinct peculiar to 
women of temperament, she had already 
divined Anne Mie's love for D6roulede. The 
poor young cripple's very soul seemed to 
quiver magnetically at the bare mention of his 
name, her whole face became transfigured: 
Juliette even thought her beautiful then. 

She looked at herself critically in the glass, 
and adjusted a curl, which looked its best when 
it was rebellious. She scrutinised her own face 
carefully; why? she could not tell: another of 
those subtle feminine instincts perhaps. 

The becoming simplicity of the prevailing 
mode suited her to perfection. The waist line, 
rather high but clearly defined — ^a precursor of 
the later more accentuated fashion — ^gave 
grace to her long slender limbs, and emphasised 
the lissomeness of her figure. The kerchief, 
edged with fine lace, and neatly folded across 
her bosom, softened the contour of her girlish 
bust and shoulders. 

And. her hair was a veritable glory round her 
dainty, piquant face. Soft, fair, and curly, it 
emerged in a golden halo from beneath the 
prettiest little lace cap imaginable. 

She turned and faced Anne Mie, ready to 
follow her out of the room, and the young 
crippled girl sighed as she smoothed down the 
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folds of her own apron, and gave a final touch 
to the completion of Juliette's attire. 

The time before the evening meal slipped 
by like a dream-hour for Juliette. 

She had lived so much alone, had led such 
an introspective life, that she had hardly | 
realised and understood all that was going I 
on around her. At the time when the inner 
vitality of France first asserted itself and then 
swept away all that hindered its mad progress, 
she was tied to the invalid chair of her half - 
demented father; then after that, the shelter- 
ing walls of the Ursuline Convent had hidden 
from her mental vision the true meaning of 
the great conflict between the Old Era and 
the New. 

D^roulMe was neither a pedant nor yet a 
revolutionary: his theories were Utopian and 
he had an extraordinary overpowering sym- 
pathy for his fellow-men. 

After the first casual greetings with Juli- 
ette, he had continued a discussion with his 
mother, which the young girl's entrance had 
interrupted. 

He seemed to take' but little notice of her, 
although at times his dark, keen eyes would 
seek hers, as if challenging her for a reply. 

He was talking of the mob of Paris, whom 
he evidently understood so well. Incidents 
8udi as the ant whidi Juliette had provoked, 
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had led to rape and theft, often to murder, 
before now: but outside Citizen-Deputy De- 
roulede's house everything was quiet half-an- 
. hour after Juliette's escape from that howling, 
brutish crowd. 

He had merely spoken to them for about 
twenty minutes, and they had gone away quite 
quietly, without even touching one hair of his 
head. He seemed to love them: to know how 
to separate the little good that was in them, 
from that hard crust of evil, which squalor had 
put around their hearts. 

Once he addressed Juliette somewhat ab- 
ruptly: "Pardon me, mademoiselle, but for 
your own sake we must guard yoii a prisoner 
here awhile. No one would harm you under 
this roof, but it would not be safe for you to 
cross the neighbouring streets to-night." 

" But I must go, monsieur. Indeed, indeed 
I must! " she said earnestly. ** I am deeply 
grateful to you, but I could not leave P6tro- 
neUe." 

"WhoisP^tronelle?" 

"My dear old nurse, monsieur. She has 
never left me. Think how anxious and misera- 
ble she must be, at my prolonged absence.'' 

"Where does she live?" 

•* At No. 16 Rue Taitbout, but " 

^ Will you allow me to take her a message? 
— telling her that you are safe and under niy 
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roof, where it is obviously more prudent that 
you should remain at present." 

" If you think it best, monsieur," she replied. 

Inwardly she was trembling with excite- 
ment. God had not only brought her to this 
house, but willed that she should stay in it. 

" In whose name shall I take the message, 
mademoiselle? " he asked. 

" My name is Juliette Mamy." 

She watched him keenly as she said it, but 
there was not the slightest sign in his expres- 
sive face, to show that he had recognised the 
name. 

Ten years is a long time, and every one had 
lived through so much during those years! A 
wave of intense wrath swept through Juliette's , 
soul, as she realised that he had forgotten. 
The name meant nothing to him I It did not 
recall to him the fact that his hand was stained 
with blood. During ten years she had suf- 
fered, she had fought with herself, fought for 
him as it were, against the Fate which she was 
destined to mete out to him, whilst he had for- 
gotten, or at least had ceased to think. 

He bowed to her and went out of the room. 

The wave of wrath subsided and she was left 
alone with Madame Deroulfede: presently 
Anne Mie came in. 

The three women chatted together, waiting 
■for the return of the master of the house. 
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Juliette felt well and, in spite of herself, almost 
happy. She had lived so long in the miser- 
able, little attic alone with Petronelle that she 
enjoyed the well-being of this refined home. 
It was not so grand or gorgeous of course as 
her father's princely palace opposite the 
Louvre, a wreii now, since it was annexed by 
the Committee of National Defence, for the 
housing of soldiery. But the Derouledes' home 
was essentially a refined one. The delicate 
china on the tall chimney-piece, the few bits of 
Buhl and Vemis Martin about the room, the 
vision through the open doorway of the supper- 
table spread with a fine white cloth, and spark- 
ling with silver, all spoke of fastidious tastes, 
of habits of luxury and elegance, which the 
spirit of Equality and Anarchy had not suc- 
ceeded in eradicating. 

When Deroulede came back, he brought an 
atmosphere of breezy cheerfulness with him. 

The street was quiet now, and when walking 
past the hospital — ^his own gift to the Nation 
— ^he had been loudly cheered. One or two 
ironical voices had asked him what he had done 
with the aristo and her lace furbelows, but it 
remained at that and Mademoiselle Mamy 
need have no fear. 

He had brought Petronelle along with him: 
his careless, lavish hospitality would have sug- 
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gested the housing of Juliette's entire domestic 
establishment, had she possessed one. 

As it was, the worthy old soul's deluge of 
happy tears had melted his kindly heart He 
offered her and her young mistress shelter, 
until the small cloud should have rolled by. 

After that he suggested a journey to 
England. Emigration now was the only 
real safety, and Mademoiselle Mamy had 
unpleasantly drawn on herself the attention of 
the Paris rabble. No doubt, within the next 
few days her name would figure among the 
" suspect." She would be safest out of the 
country, and could not do better than place 
herself under the guidance of that English 
enthusiast, who had helped so many persecuted 
Frenchmen to escape from the terrors of the 
Revolution: the man who was such a thorn 
in the flesh of the Committee of Public Safety, 
and who went by the nickname of The 
Scarlet Pimpernel. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE FATTHPUL HOUSE-DOG 

After supper they talked of Charlotte 
Corday. 

Juliette dung to the vision of that heroine, 
and liked to talk of her. She appeared as a 
justification of her own actions, which some- 
how seemed to require justification. 

She loved to hear Paul DeroulMe talk; 
liked to provoke his enthusiasm and to see his 
stem, dark face light up with the inward fire 
of the enthusiast. 

She had openly avowed herself as the 
daughter of the Due de Mamy. When she 
actually named her father, and her brother 
killed in duel, she saw Deroulede looking long 
and searchingly at her. Evidently he won- 
dered if shjs knew everything: but she returned 
his gaze fearlessly and frankly, and he evi- 
dently ^as satisfied. 

Madame DeroulMe apparently knew noth- 
ing of the circumstances of that dueL D^rou« 
IMe tried to draw Juliette out, to make 
her speak of her brother. She replied to 
his questions quite openly, but there was 
nothing in what she said, suggestive of the 
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fact that she knew who killed her brother. 

But she wanted hun to know who she was. 
If he feared an enemy in her, there was yet 
time enough for him to close his doors 
against her. 

But less than a minute later, he had renewed 
his warmest offers of hospitality. 

" Until we can arrange for your journey to 
England," he added with a i^ort sigh, as if 
reluctant to part from her. 

To Juliette his attitude seemed one of 
complete indifference for the wrong he had 
done to her and to her father: feeling that she 
was an avenging spirit, with flaming sword in 
hand, pursuing her brother's murderer with a 
relentless Nemesis, she would have preferred 
to see him cowed before her, even afraid of her, 
though she was only a young and delicate girl. 

She did not understand that in the simplicity 
of his heart, he only wished to make amends. 
The quarrel with the young Vicomte de Mamy 
had been forced upon him, the fight had been 
honourable and fair, and on his side fought 
with every desire to spare the young man. He 
had merely been the instrument of Fate, but 
he felt happy that Fate once more used him as 
her tool, this time to save the sister. 

Whilst Deroulede and Juliette talked to- 
gether Anne Mie cleared the supper-table, 
then came and sat on a low stool at madame's 
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feet. She took no part in the conversation, 
but every now and then Juliette felt the girl's 
melancholy eyes fixed almost reproachfully 
upon her. 

When Juliette had retired with P^tronelle, 
Deroulede took Anne Mie's hand in his. 

" You will be kind to my guest, Anne Mie, 
won't you? She seems very lonely, and has 
gone through a great deal." 

"Not more than I have," murmured the 
young girl involuntarily. 

"You are not happy, Anne Mie? I 
thought " 

" Is a wretched, deformed creature ever 
happy? " she said with sudden vehemence, as 
tears of mortification rushed to her eyes, in 
spite of herself. 

" I did not think that you were wretched," 
he replied with some sadness, " and neither in 
my eyes, nor in my mother's, are you in any 
way deformed." 

Her mood changed at once. She clung to 
him, pressing his hand between her own. 

"Forgive me! I — ^I don't know what's 
the matter with me to-night," she said with a 
nervous little laugh. " Let me see, you asked 
me to be kind to Mademoiselle Mamy, did 
you not? " 

He nodded with a smile. 

" Of course I'll be kind to her. Isn't every 
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one kind to one who is young and beautiful, 
and has great, appealing eyes, and soft, curly 
hair? Ah mel how easy is the path in life for 
some people I What do you want me to do, 
Paul? Wait on her? Be her little maid? 
Soothe her nerves or what? I'll do it all, 
though in her eyes I shall remain both 
wretched and deformed, a creature to pity, the 
harmless, necessary house-dog ^^ 

She paused a moment: said '* Grood-night " 
to him, and turned to go, candle in hand, look- 
ing pathetic and fragile, with that ugly con- 
tour of shoulder, which Deroulede assured her 
he could not see. 

The candle flickered in the draught, illumin- 
ing the thin, pinched face, the large melan- 
choly eyes of the faithful house-dog. 

" Who can watch and bite I " she said half- 
audibly as she slipped out of the room, " for 
I do not trust you, my fine madam, and there 
was something about that comedy this after- 
noon, which somehow, I don't quite under- 
stand/' 



CHAPTER V 

A DAY IN THE WOODS 

But whilst men and women set to work to 
make the towns of France hideous with their 
shrieks and their hootings, their mock-trials 
and bloody guillotines, they could not quite 
prevent Nature from working her sweet will 
with the countries. 

June, July, and August had received new 
names — they were now called Messidor, 
Thermidor and Fructidor, but under these 
new names they continued to pour forth upon 
the earth the same old fruits, the same flowers, 
the same grass in the meadows and leaves upon 
the trees. 

Messidor brought its quota of wild roses in 
the hedgerows, just as archaic June had done. 
Thermidor covered the barren cornfields with 
its flaming mantle of scarlet poppies,' and 
* Fructidor, though not called August, still 
tipped the wild sorrel with dots of crimson, and 
laid the first wash of tender colour on the pale 
cheeks of the ripening peaches. 

And Juliette — ^young, girlish, feminine and 

inconsequent — ^had sighed for country and 

\ sunshine, had longed for a ramble in the woods, 
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the music of the birds, the sight of the meadows 
sugared with marguerites. 

She had left the house early: accompanied 
by Petronelle, she had been rowed along 
the river as far as Suresnes. They had 
brought some bread and fresh butter, a little 
wine and fruit in a basket and from here 
she meant to wander homewards through the 
woods. 

It was all so peaceful, so remote: even the 
noise of shrieking, howling Paris did not reach 
the leafy thickets of Suresnes. 

It almost seemed as if this little old-world 
village had been forgotten by the destroyers 
of France. It had never been a royal resi- 
dence, the woods had never been preserved 
for royal sport: there was no vengeance to be 
wreaked upon its peaceful glades and sleepy, 
fragrant meadows. 

Juliette spent a happy day; she loved the 
flowers, the trees, the birds, and Petronelle 
was silent and sympathetic. As the afternoon 
wore on, and it was time to go home, Juliette 
turned townwards with a sigh. 

You all know that road through the woods, 
which lies to the north-west of Paris: so leafy, 
so secluded. No large, hundred-year-old trees, 
no fine oaks or antique elms, but numberless 
delicate stems of hazel-nut and young ash, 
covered with honeysuckle at this time of year. 
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sweet-smelling and so peaceful after that 
awful turmoil of the town. 

Obedient to Madame DeroulMe's sugges- 
tion, Juliette had tied a tricolour scarf round 
her waist, and a Phrygian cap of crimson 
doth, with the inevitable rosette on one side, 
adorned her curly head. 

She had gathered a huge bouquet of pop- 
pies, marguerites and blue lupin — ^Nature's 
tribute to the national colours — ^and as she 
wandered through the sylvan glade she 
looked like some quaint dweller of the woods 
— ^a sprite, mayhap — ^with old mother Petro- 
nelle trotting behind her, like an attendant 
witch. 

• Suddenly she paused, for in the near dis- 
tance she had perceived the sound of footsteps 
upon the leafy turf, and the next moment Paul 
Deroul^e emerged from out the thicket and 
came rapidly towards her. 

" We were so anxious about you at home I " 
he said, almost by way of an apology. " My 
mother became so restless '* 

" That to quiet her fears you came in search 
of me! '' she retorted with a gay little laugh, 
the laugh of a young girl, scarce a woman as 
yet, who f e^ that she is good to look at, 
good to talk ra^^ho feels her wings for the 
first time, the wmgs with which to soar into 
that mad, merry, elusive land called Romance. 
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Ay, her wings I but her power also! that sweet, 
subtle power of the woman: the yoke which 
men love, rail at, and love again, the yoke that 
enslaves them and gives them the joy of kings. 

How happy the day had been I Yet it had 
been incomplete! 

Petronelle was somewhat dull, and Juliette 
was too young to enjoy long companionship 
with her own thoughts. Now suddenly the day 
seemed to have become perfect. There was 
someone there to appreciate the charm of the 
woods, the beauty of that blue sky peeping 
through the tangled foliage of the honey- 
suckle-covered trees. There was some one to 
talk to, someone to admire the fresh white 
frock Juliette had put on that morning. 

" But how did you know where to find me? " 
she asked with a quaint touch of immature 
coquetry. 

"I didn't know," he replied quietly. "They 
told me you had gone to Suresnes, and meant 
to wander homewards through the woods. It 
frightened me, for you will have to go through 
the north-west barrier, and *^ 

"Well?" 

He smiled, and looked earnestly for a mo- 
ment at the dainty apparition before him. 

"Well, you know!" he said gaily, "that 
tricolour scarf and the red cap are not quite 
mifScient as a disguise: you look anything but 
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a staunch friend of the people. I guessed 
that your muslin frock would be dean, and 
that there would still be some tell-tale lace 
upon it," 

She laughed again, and with delicate fingers 
lifted her pretty muslin frock, displaying a 
white frou-frou of flounces beneath the hem. 

^'How careless and childish I" he said, 
almost roughly. 

" Would you have me coarse and grimy to 
be a fitting match for your partisans?" she 
retorted. 

His tone of mentor nettled her, his attitude 
seemed to her priggish and dictatorial, and 
as the sun disappearing behind a sudden 
cloud, so her childish merriment quickly gave 
place to a feeling of unexplainafole disappoint- 
ment. 

"I humbly beg your pardon," he said 
quietiy. "' And must crave your kind indulg- 
ence for my mood: but I have been so anx- 
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'' Why should you be anxious about me? " 
She had meant to say this indifipterentiy, as if 
caring littie what the reply might be; but in 
her effort to seem indifferent her voice became 
haughty, a reminiscence of the days when she 
still was the daughter of the Due de Mamy, 
the richest and most high-bom heiress in 
France. 
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" Was that presumptuous? " he asked, with 
a slight touch of irony, in response to her own 
hauteur. 

"It was merely unnecessary," she replied. 
" I have already laid too many burdens on 
your shoulders, without wishing to add that 
of anxiety." 

" You have laid no burden on me," he said 
quietly, " save one of gratitude." 

"Gratitude? What have I done? " 

" You committed a foolish, thoughtless act 
outside my door, and gave me the chance of 
easing my conscience of a heavy load." 

" In what way? " 

" I had never hoped that the Fates would 
be so kind as to allow me to render a member 
of your family a slight service." 

" I understand that you saved my life the 
other day, Monsieur Deroulede. I know that 
I am stiU in peril and that I owe my safety to 
you " 

" Do you also know that your brother owed 
his death to me? " 

She closed her lips firmly, unable to reply, 
wrathful with him, for having suddenly and 
without any warning, placed a clumsy hand 
upon that hidden sore. 

" I always meant to tell you," he continued 
somewhat hurriedly; " for it almost seemed to 
me that I have been cheating you, these last 
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few days. I don't suppose that you can quite 
realise what it means to me to tell you this 
just now; but I owe it to you, I think. In 
later years you might find out, and then 
regret the days you spent ander my roof. 
I called you childish a moment ago, you must 
forgive me; I know that you are a woman, 
and hope therefore that you will, understand 
me. I killed your brother in fair figibt. He 
provoked me as no man was ever provdnked 
before " 

"Is it necessary, M. Deroulede, that you 
should tell me all this? " she interrupted him 
with some impatience. 

" I thought you ought to know." 

" You must know, on the other hand, that 
I have no means of hearing the history of the 
quarrel from my brother's point of view now." 

The moment the words were out of her lips 
she had realised how cruelly she had spoken. 
He did not reply; he was too chivalrous, too 
gentle to reproach her. Perhaps he understood 
for the first time how bitterly she had felt her 
brother's death, and how deeply she must be 
suflTering, now that she knew herself to be face 
to face with his murderer. 

She stole a quick glance at him, through 
her tears. She was deeply penitent for what 
she had said. It almost seemed to her as if a 
dual nature was at war within her. 
6 
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The mention of her brother*s name, the 
recollection of that awful night beside his dead 
body, of those four years whilst she watched 
her father's moribund reason slowly wandering: 
towards the grave, seemed to rouse in her a 
spirit of rebellion, and of evil, which she felt 
was not entir<aly of herself. 

The wocyJs had become quite silent. It 
was late afternoon, and they had gradually 
wapi^ered farther and farther away from 
E^retty sylvan Suresnes, towards great, 
--^anarchic, death-dealing Paris. In this 
part of the woods the birds had left 
their homes, the trees, shorn of their lower 
branches, looked like gaunt spectres, raising 
melancholy heads towards the relentless, silent 
sky. 

In the distance, from behind the barriers, a 
couple of miles away, the boom of a gun was 
heard. 

"They are closing the barriers,'* he said 
quietly after a long pause. " I am glad I was 
fortunate enough to meet you." 

" It was kind of you to seek for me," she 
said meekly. " I didn't mean what I said just 
now *' 

" I pray you, say no more about it. I can 
so well understand. I only wish " 

" It would be best I should leave your 
house," she said gently, " I have so ill repaid 
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your hospitality. Petronelle and I can easily 
go back to our lodgings." 

" You would break my mother's heart if you 
left her now," he said, almost roughly. " She 
has become very fond of you, and knows, just 
as well as I do, the dangers that would beset 
you outside my house. My coarse and grimy 
partisans," he added, with a bitter touch of 
sarcasm, '' have that advantage, that they are 
loyal to me, and would not harm you while 
under my roof." 

" But you " she murmured. 

She felt somehow that she had wounded him 
very deeply, and was half angry with herself 
for her seeming ingratitude, and yet childishly 
glad to have suppressed in him that attitude of 
mentorship, which he was beginning to assimie 
over her. 

" You need not fear that my presence will 
offend you much longer, mademoiselle," he 
said coldly. "I can quite understand how 
hateful it must be to you, though I would have 
wished that you could believe at least in my 
sincerity." 

" Are you going away then? " 

" Not out of Paris altogether. I have ac- 
cepted the post of Gk)vemor of the Concier- 
gerie." 

" Ah! — where the poor Queen ** 

She checked herself suddenly. Those words 
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would have been called treasonable to the peo- 
ple of France. 

Instinctively and furtively, as everyone did 
in these days, she cast a rapid glance behind 
her. 

" You need not be afraid," he said; " there 
is no one there but Petronelle." 

" And you." 

" Oh! I echo your words. Poor Marie An- 
toinette!" 

"You pity her?" 

"How can I help it?" 

" But you are of that horrible National Con- 
vention, who will try her, condemn her, execute 
her as they did the King." 

" I am of the National Convention. But I 
will not condemn her, nor be a party to another 
crime. I go as Governor of the Conciergerie, 
to help her, if I can." 

"But your popularity — ^your life — ^if you 
befriend her? " 

"As you say, mademoiselle, my life, if I 
befriend her," he said simply. 

She looked at him with renewed curiosity in 
her gaze. 

How strange were men in these days! Paul 
Deroulede the republican, the recognised idol 
of the lawless people of France, was about to 
risk his life for the woman he had helped to 
dethrone. 
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Pity with him did not end with the rabble of 
Paris ; it had reached Charlotte Corday, though 
it failed to save her, and now it extended to the 
poor, dispossessed Queen. Somehow, in his 
face this time, she saw either success or death. 

" When do you leave? " she asked. 

" To-morrow night.'* 

She said nothing more. Strangely enough, 
a tinge of melancholy had settled over her 
spirits. No doubt the proximity of the town 
was the cause of this. She could already hear 
the familiar noise of muffled drums, the loud, 
excited shrieking of the mob, who stood round 
the gates of Paris, at this time of the evening, 
waiting to witness some important capture, 
perhaps that of a hated aristocrat striving to 
escape from the people's revenge. 

They had reached the edge of the wood, and 
gradually, as she walked, the flowers she had 
gathered fell unheeded out of her listless hands 
one by one. 

First the blue lupins: their bud-laden heads 
were heavy and they dropped to the ground, 
followed by the white marguerites, that lay 
thick behind her now on the grass like a shroud. 
The red poppies were the lightest, their thin 
gummy stalks clung to her hands longer than 
the rest. At last she let them fall too, singly, 
like great drops of blood, that glistened as her 
long white gown swept them aside. 
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DeroulMe was absorbed in his thoughts, and 
seeined not to heed her. At the barrier, how- 
ever, he roused himself and took out the passes 
whidi alone enabled Juliette and Petronelle to 
re-enter the town unchallenged. He himself 
as Citizen-Deputy could come and go as he 
wished. 

Juliette shuddered as the great gates closed 
behind her with a heavy clank. It seemed to 
shut out even the memory of this happy day, 
which for a brief space had been quite perfect. 

She did not know Paris very well, and won- 
dered where lay that gloomy Conciergerie, 
where a dethroned queen was living her last 
days, in an agonised memory of the past. But 
as they crossed the bridge she recognised all 
round her the massive towers of the great city: 
Notre Dame, the graceful spire of La Sainte 
Chapelle, the sombre outline of St. Gervais, 
and behind her the Louvre with its great his- 
tory and irreclaimable grandeur. How small 
her own tragedy seemed in the midst of this 
great, sanguinary drama, the last act of which 
had not yet even begun. Her own revenge, 
her oath, her tribulations, what were they in 
comparison with that great, flaming Nemesis 
whidi had swept away a throne, that vow 
of retaliation carried out by thousands 
against other thousands, that long story of 
degradation, of regicide, of fratricide, the 
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awesome chapters of which were still being 
unfolded one by one? 

She felt small and petty: ashamed of the 
pleasure she had felt in the woods, ashamed of 
her high spirits and light-heartedness, ashamed 
of that feeling of sudden pity and admiration 
for the man who had done her and her family 
so deep an injury, which she was too feeble, 
too vacillating to avenge. 

The majestic outline of the Louvre seemed 
to frown sarcastically on her weakness, the 
silent river to mock her and her wavering pur- 
pose. The man beside her had wronged her 
and hers far more deeply than the Bourbons 
had wronged their people. The people of 
France were taking their revenge, and Grod 
had at the close of this last happy day of her 
life pointed once more to the means for her 
great end. 



CHAPTER VI 

THE SCABLET PIMPERNEL 

It was some few hours later. The ladies sat 
in the drawing-room, silent and anxious. 

Soon after supper a visitor had called, and 
had been closeted with Paul Deroulede in the 
latter's study for the past two hours. 

A tall, somewhat lazy-looking figure, he was 
sitting at a table face to face with the Citizen- 
Deputy. On a chair beside him lay a heavy 
caped coat, covered with the dust and the 
splashings of a long journey, but he himself 
was attired in clothes that suggested the most 
fastidious taste, and the most perfect of tail- 
ors; he wore with apparent ease the eccentric 
fashion of the time, the short-waisted coat of 
mahy lapels, the double waistcoat and billows 
of delicate lace. Unlike Deroulfede he was of 
great height, with fair hair and a somewhat 
lazy expression in his good-natured blue eyes, 
and as he spoke, there was just a soup^on of 
foreign accent in the pronunciation of the 
French vowels, a certain drawl of o's and a's, 
that would have betrayed the Britisher to an 
observant ear. 

The two men had been talking earnestly for 
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some time, the tall Englishman was watching 
his friend keenly, whilst an amused, pleasant 
smile lingered round the corners of his firm 
mouth and jaw, Deroulede, restless and en- 
thusiastic, was pacing to and fro. 

"But I don't understand now, how you 
managed to reach Paris, my dear Blakeney 1 " 
said Deroulede at last, placing an anxious hand 
on his friend's shoulder. " The government 
has not forgotten The Scarlet PimpemeL" 

"Lai I took care of that!" responded 
Blakeney with his short, pleasant laugh. " I 
sent Tinville my autograph this morning." 

" You are mad, Blakeney 1 " 

"Not altogether, my friend. My faith I 
'twas not only foolhardiness caused me to 
grant that devilish prosecutor another sight of 
my scarlet device. I knew what you maniacs 
would be after, so I came across in the Day- 
dream, just to see if I couldn't get my share of 
the fun." 

" Fun you call it?" queried the other bit- 
terly. 

"Nayl what would you have me call it? 
A mad, insane, senseless tragedy, with but one 
issue? — ^the guillotine for you aU." 

" Then why did you come? " 

« To What shall I say, my friend? " 

rejoined Sir Percy Blakeney, with that inim- 
itable drawl of his, " to give your demmed gov- 
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ernment something else to think about, whilst 
you are all busy running your heads into a 
noose/' 

"What makes you think we are doing 
that? " 

" Three things, my friend — ^may I offer you 

apinchof snuff— No?— Ahwelll " And 

with the graceful gesture of an accomplished 
dandy, Sir Percy flecked off a grain of dust 
from his immaculate Mechlin rufiBes. 

" Three things," he continued quietly; " an 
imprisoned Queen, about to be tried for her 
life, the temperament of a Frendbman — ^some 
of them — and the idiocy of mankind gener- 
ally. These three things make me think that 
a certain section of hot-headed Republicans, 
with yourself, my dear D^roulede, en tete, are 
about to attempt the most stupid, senseless, 
purposeless thing, that was ever concocted by 
the excitable brain of a demmed Frenchman." 

Deroulede smiled. 

" Does it not seem amusing to you, Blake- 
ney, that you should sit there and condenm 
anyone for planning mad, insane, senseless 
things?" 

"La! I'U not sit, I'U standi" rejoined 
Blakeney with a laugh, as he drew himself up 
to his full height, and stretched his long, lazy 
limbs. " And now let me tell you, friend, that 
my league of The Scarlet Pimpernel never 
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attempted the impossible, and to try and drag 
the Queen out of the clutches of these mur- 
derous rascals now, is attempting the unattain- 
able." 

" And yet we mean to try." 

" I know it. I guessed it, that is why I 

came: that is also why I sent a pleasant little 

note to the Conmiittee of PubUc Safety, signed 

[With the device they know so well: The Scarlet 

•Pimpernel." 

" WeU? " 

" Well! the result is obvious. Robespierre, 
Danton, Tinville, Merlin, and the whole of the 
demmed murderous crowd will be busy looking 
after me — a needle in a haystack — ^they'll put 
the abortive attempt down to me, and you 
may — ^ma foil I only suggest that you Tnay — 
escape safely out of France — ^in the Day- 
dream, and with the help of your humble 
servant." 

" But in the meanwhile they'll discover you, 
and they'll not let you escape a second time." 

"My friend I if a terrier were to lose his 
temper, he never would run a rat to earth. 
Now your Revolutionary Government has lost 
its temper with me, ever since I slipped 
through Chauvelin's fingers; they are bUnd 
with their own fury, whilst I am perfectly 
happy and cool as a cucumber. My life has 
become valuable to me, my friend. There is 
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some one over the water now who weeps when 

I don't return ^Nol no! never fear — 

they'll not get The Scarlet Pimpernel this 
journey " 

He laughed, a gay, pleasant laugh, and his 
strong, firm face seemed to soften at thought 
of the heautiful wife, over in England, who 
was waiting anxiously for his safe return. 

" And yet you'll not help us to rescue the 
Queen? " rejoined Deroulede, with some bit- 
terness. 

"By every means in my power," replied 
Blakeney, " save the insane. But I will help to 
get you all out of the demmed hole, when you 
have failed." 

" We'll not fail," asserted the other hotly. 

Sir Percy Blakeney went close up to his 
friend and placed his long, slender hand, with 
a touch of almost womanly tenderness upon 
the latter's shoulder. 

" Will you tell me your plans? " 

In a moment Deroulede was all fire and 
enthusiasm. 

. " There are not many of us in it," he began, 
"although half France will be in sympathy 
with us. We have plenty of money, of course, 
and also the necessary disguise for the royal 
lady." 

"Yes?" 

"I, in the meanwhile, have asked for and 
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obtained the post of Grovemor of the Concier- 
gerie; I go into my new quarters to-morrow. 
In the meanwhile, I am making arrangements 
for my mother and — ^and those dependent 
upon me to quit France inmiediately." 

Blakeney had perceived the slight hesita- 
tion when Deroulede mentioned those depend- 
ent upon him. He looked scrutinisingly at 
his friend, who continued quickly: 

" I am still very popular among the people. 
My family can go about unmolested. I must 
get them out of France, however, in case — ^in 
case " 

" Of course," rejoined the other simply. 

*^ As soon as I am assured that they are safe, 
my friends and I can prosecute our plans. 
You see the trial of the Queen has not yet been 
decided on, but I know that it is in the air. 
We hope to get her away, disguised in one of 
the uniforms of the National Guard. As you 
know, it will be my duty to make the final 
round every evening in the prison, and to see 
that everything is safe for the night. Two 
fellows watch all night, in the room next to 
that occupied by the Queen. Usually they 
drink and play cards all night long. I want 
an opportunity to drug their brandy, and 
thus to render them more loutish and 
idiotic than usual; then for a blow on the 
head that will make them senseless. It should 
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be easy, for I have a strong fist, and after 
that " 

" WeU? After that, friend? " rejoined Sir 
Percy earnestly, " after that? Shall I fill in 
the details of the picture? — ^the guard twenty- 
five strong outside the Conciergerie, how will 
you pass them? " 

" I as the Governor, followed by one of my 
guards " 

"To go whither?" 

" I have the right to come and go as I 
please." 

" I' faith! so you have, but * one of your 
guards ' — eh? Wrapped to the eyes in a long 
mantle to hide the female figure beneath. I 
have been in Paris but a few hours, and yet 
already I have realised that there is not one 
demmed citizen within its walls, who does not 
at this moment suspect some other denuned 
citizen of conniving at the Queen's escape. 
Even the sparrows on the house-tops are sub- 
jects of suspicion. No figure wrapped in a 
mantle will from this day forth leave Paris 
unchallenged." 

" But you yourself, friend? " suggested 
Deroul^de. " You think you can quit Paris 
unrecognised — ^then why not the Queen?" 

" Because she is a woman, and has been a 
queen. She has nerves, poor soul, and weak- 
nesses of body and of mind now, alas for her I 
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Alas for France I who wreaks such idle venge- 
ance on so poor an enemy? Can you take hold 
of Marie Antoinette by the shoulders, shove 
her into the bottom of a cart and pile sacks of 
potatoes on the top of her? I did that to the 
Comtesse de Toumai and her daughter, as 
stiff-necked a pair of French aristocrats as 
ever deserved tiie guillotine for their insane 
prejudices. But can you do it to Marie An- 
toniette? She'd rebuke you publicly, and 
betray herself and you in a flash, sooner than 
submit to a loss of dignity." 

" But would you leave her to her fate? '* 

" Ahl there's the trouble, friend. Do you 
think you need appeal to the sense of chivalry 
of my league? We are still twenty strong, 
and heart and soul in sympathy with your mad 
schemes. The poor, poor Queen! But you 
are bound to fail, and then who will help you 
all, if we too are put out of the day." 

" We should succeed if you helped us. At 
one time you used proudly to say: * The 
League of the Scarlet Pimpernel has never 
failed.? " 

''Because it attempted nothing which it 
could not accomplish. But, la I since you put 

me on myrjnettle Demm it alll I'll have 

to think about it I" 

And he laughed that funny, somewhat inane 
laugh of his, which had deceived the clever men 
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of two countries as to his real personality, 

Deroulede went up to the heavy oak desk 
which occupied a conspicuous place in the 
centre of one of the walls. He unlocked it and 
drew forth a bundle of papers. 

" Will you look through these? " he asked, 
handing them to Sir Percy Blakeney. 

" What are they? " 

"Different schemes I have drawn up, in 
case my original plan should not succeed.'* 

"Burn them, my friend," said Blakeney 
laconically, "have you not yet learned the 
lesson of never putting your hand to paper? " 

" I can't bum these. You see I shall not 
be able to have long conversations with Marie 
Antoinette. I must give her my suggestions in 
writing, that she may study them and not fail 
me, through lack of knowledge of her part." 

" Better that, than papers in these times, my 
friend; these papers if found would send you, 
untried, to the guillotine." 

" I am careful, and, at present, quite beyond 
suspicion. Moreover, among the papers is a 
complete collection of passports, suitable for 
any character the Queen and her attendant 
may be forced to assume. It has taken me 
some months to collect them, so as not to 
arouse suspicion; I gradually got them to- 
gether, on one pretence or another: now I am 
ready for any eventuality " 



THE SCARLET PIMPERNEL 97 

He suddenly paused. A look in his friend's 
face had given him a swift warning. 

He turned, and there in the doorway, hold- 
ing back the heavy portiere, stood Juliette, 
graceful, smiling, a little pale, this no doubt 
owing to the jQickering light of the unsnuffed 
candles. 

So young and girlish did she look in her soft, 
white muslin frock that at sight of her the 
tension in Deroulede's face seemed to relax. 
Instinctively he had thrown the papers back 
into the desk, but his look had softened, from 
the fire of obstinate energy to that of inex- 
pressible tenderness. 

Blakeney was quietly watching the young 
girl as she stood in the doorway, a little bashful 
and undecided. 

'* Madame D^roulede sent me," she sajid 
hesitatingly, '' she says the hour is getting late 
and she is very anxious. M. Deroulede, would 
you come and reassure her? " 

" In a moment, mademoiselle," he replied 
lightly, ** my friend and I have just finished 
our talk. May I have the honour to present 
him? — Sir Percy Blakeney, a traveller from 
England. Blakeney, this is Mademoiselle 
Juliette de Marny, my mother's guest" 



CHAPTER VII 

A TTABNINO 

SiE Percy bowed very low, with all the grace- 
ful flourish and elaborate gesture, the eccentric 
customs of the time demanded. 

He had not said a word, since the first ex- 
clamation of warning, with which he had drawn 
his friend's attention to the young girl in the 
doorway. 

Noiselessly as she had come, Juliette glided 
out of the room again, leaving behind her an 
atmosphere of wild flowers, of the bouquet she 
had gathered, then scattered in the woods. 

There was silence in the room for awhile. 
Deroulede was locking up his desk and slip- 
ping the keys into his pocket. 

" Shall we join my mother for a moment, 
Blakeney? " he said, moving towards the door. 

"I shall be proud to pay my respects," 
replied Sir Percy; "but before we dose the 
subject, I think I'll change my mind about 
those papers. If I am to be of service to you 
I think I had best look through them, and 
give you my opinion of your schemes.** 

DeroulMe looked at him keenly for a mo- 
ment. 

^ Certainly," fae said at lastfc^ gcdog up to ids 
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desk. " 1*11 stay with you whilst you read them 
through." 

"Lai not to-night, my friend," said Sir 
Percy lightly; " the hour is late, and madame 
is waiting for us. They'll be quite safe with 
me, and you'll entrust them to my care." 

Deroulede seemed to hesitate. Blakeney 
had spoken in his usual airy manner, and was 
even now busy readjusting the set of his per- 
fectly tailored coat. 

"Perhaps you cannot quite trust me?" 
laughed Sir Percy gaily. "I seemed too luke- 
warm just now." 

" No; it's not that, Blakeney! " said Derou- 
Ihde quietly at last. " There is no mistrust in 
me, all the mistrust is on your side." 

" Faithl '' began Sir Percy. 

" Nayl do not explain. I understand and 
appreciate your friendship, but I should like 
to convince you how unjust is your mistrust of 
one of God's purest angels, that ever walked 
the earth." 

"Oho I that's it, is it, friend Deroulede? 
Methought you had forsworn the sex alto- 
gether, and now you are in love." 

" Madly, blindly, stupidly in love, my 
friend," s^id Deroulede with a sigh. " Hope- 
lessly, I fear me." 

"Why hopelessly?" 

^' She is the daughter of the late Due de 
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Mamy, one of the oldest names in France; a 
royalist to the backbone " 

" Hence your overwhelming sympathy for 
the Queen 1" 

" Nayl you wrong me there, friend. I*d 
have tried to save the Queen, even if I had 
never learned to love Juliette. But you see 
now how unjust were your suspicions." 

"Had I any?'' 

" Don't deny it. You were loud in urging 
me to bum those papers a moment ago. 
You called them useless and dangerous and 
now ^" 

" I still think them useless and dangerous, 
and by reading them would wish to confirm my 
opinion and give weight to my arguments." 

" If I were to part from them now I would 
seem to be mistrusting her." 

'" You are a mad idealist, my dear D^rou- 
Ifedel" 

" How can I help it? I have lived under the 
same roof with her for three weeks now. I 
have begun to understand what a saint is like." 

" And 'twill be when you understand that 
your idol ha^Sfeet of clay, that you'll learn the 
real lesson of I^e," said Blakeney earnestly. 
" Is it love to woi^p a saint in heaven, whom 
you dare not touch,^Wio hovers above you like 
a doud, which floats Way from you even as 
you gaze? To love is tosfeel one being in the 
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world at one With us, our equal in sin as well as 
in virtue. To^ove, for us men» is to dasp one 
woman with our arms, feeling that she lives 
and breathes jusi as we do» suffers as we do» 
thinks with us» loWs with us, and, above all, 
sins with us. Your inoek saint who stands in a 
niche is not a womair\if she have not sinned. 
Fall at the feet of yoiiKidol an you wish, but 
drag her down to your i^^el after that — ^the 
only level she should ever Bfach, that of your 
heart." 

Who shaU render faithfully a true account 
of the magnetism which poured forth from this 
remarkable man as he spoke: this well-dressed, 
foppish apostle of the greatest love that man 
has ever known. And as he spoke the whole 
story of his own great, true love for the woman 
who once had so deeply wronged him, seemed 
to stand clearly written in the strong, lazy, 
good-humoured, kindly face glowing with ten- 
derness for her. 

DeroulMe felt this magnetism, and there- 
fore did not resent the implied suggestion, 
anent the saint whom he was still content to 
worship. 

A dreamer and an idealist, his mind held 
spell-bound by the great social problems which 
were causing the upheaval of a whole country, 
he had not yet had the time to leam the sweet 
lesson which Nature teaches to her elect — ^the 
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lesson of a great, a true, human and passionate 
love. To him, at present, Juliette represented 
the perfect embodiment of his most idealistic 
dreams. She stood in his mind so far above 
him that if she proved unattainable, he would 
scarce have suffered. It was such a foregone 
conclusion. 

Blakeney's words were the first to stir in his 
heart a desire for something beyond that quasi- 
mediaeval worship, something weaker and yet 
infinitely stronger, something more earthly 
and yet almost divine. 

" And now, shall we join the ladies? " said 
Blakeney after a long pause, during which the 
mental workings of his alert brain were almost 
visible, in the earnest look which he cast at his 
friend. " You shall keep the papers in your 
desk, give them into the keeping of your saint, 
trust her all in all rather than not at all, and if 
the time should come that your heaven- 
enthroned ideal fall somewhat heavily to earth, 
then give me the privilege of being a witness 
to your happiness." 

" You are still mistrustful, Blakeney," said 
Deroulede lightly. " If you say mudi more 
I'll give these papers into Mademoiselle 
Marny's keeping until to-morrow." 



CHAPTER VIII 

ANNEMIE 

That night, when Blakeney, wrapped in his 
doak, was walking down the Rue Ecole de 
M6decine towards his own lodgings, he sud- 
denly felt a timid hand upon his sleeve. 

Anne Mie stood beside him, her pale, melan- 
choly face peeping up at the tall Englishman, 
through the folds of a dark hood closely tied 
under her chin. 

" Monsieur," she said timidly, " do not think 
me very presumptuous. I — I would wish to 
havfe five minutes' talk with you — ^may I? " 

He looked down with great kindness at the 
quaint, wizened little figure, and the strong 
face softened at the sight of the poor, de- 
formed shoulder, the hard, pinched look of the 
young mouth, the general look of pathetic 
helplessness which appeals so strongly to 
the chivalrous. 

"Indeed, mademoiselle," he said gently, 
" you make me very proud; an I can serve you 
in any way, I pray you command me. But," 
he added, seeing Anne Mie's somewhat scared 
look, " this street is scarce fit for private con- 
versation. Shall we try to find a better spot? " 
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Paris had not jret gone to bed. In these 
times it was really safest to be out in the open 
streets. There, everybody was more busy, 
more on the move, on the lookout for suspected 
houses, leaving the wanderer alone. 

Blakeney led Anne Mie towards the Luxem- 
bourg Gardens, the great, devastated pleasure- 
groimd of the ci-devant tyrants of the people. 
The beautiful Anne of Austria, and the Medici 
before her, Louis XIII. and his gallant mus- 
keteers — all have given place to the great can- 
non-forging industry of this besieged Repub- 
lic. France, attacked on every side, is forcing 
her sons to defend her: persecuted, martyr- 
ised, done to death by her, she is still their 
Mother: La Patrie, who needs their arms 
against the foreign foe. England is threaten- 
ing the north, Prussia and Austria the east. 
Admiral Hood's flag is flying on Toulon 
Arsenal. 

The siege of the Republic I 

And the Republic is fighting for dear life. 
The Tuileries and Luxembourg Gardens are 
transformed into a township of gigantic smith- 
ies; and Anne Mie, with scared eyes, and cling- 
ing to Blakeney's arm, cast furtive, terrified 
glances at the huge furnaces and the begrimed, 
darkly scowling faces of the workers within. 

" The people of France in arms against 
tyranny! *' Great placards, bearing these 
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inspiriting words, are afiSxed to gallows-shaped 
posts, and flutter in the evening breeze, ren- 
dered scorching by the heat of the furnaces all 
around. 

Farther on, a group of older men, squatting 
on the ground, are busy making tents, and 
some women — ^the same Meg»ras who daily 
shriek round the guillotine — ^are plying their 
needles and scissors for the purpose of making 
clothes for the soldiers. 

The soldiers are the entire able-bodied male 
population of France. 

" The people of France in arms against 
tjnrannyl" 

That is their sign, their trade-mark; one of 
these placards, fitfully illumined by a torch of 
resin, towers above a group of children busy 
tearing up scraps of old linen — ^their mothers', 
their sisters' linen — ^in order to make lint for 
the wounded. 

Loud curses and suppressed mutterings fill 
the smoke-laden air. 

The people of France, in arms against tyr- 
anny, is bending its broad back before the most 
cruel, the most absolute and brutish tyranny 
ever exercised over mankind. 

Not even mediaeval Christianity has ever 
dared such wholesale enforcements of its 
doctrines, as this constitution of Liberty and 
Fraternity. 
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Merlin's "Law of the Suspect" has just 
been formulated. From now onward each and 
every citizen of France must watch his words, 
his looks, his gestures, lest they be suspect. Of 
what — of treason to the Republic, to the peo- 
ple? Nay, worse ! lest they be suspect of being 
suspect to the great era of Liberty. 

Therefore in the smithies and among the 
groups of tent-makers a moment's negligence, 
a careless attention to the work, might lead to 
a brief trial on the morrow and the inevitable 
guillotine. Negligence is treason to the higher 
interests of the Republic. 

Blakeney dragged Anne Mie away from the 
sight. These roaring furnaces frightened her; 
he took her down the Place St. Michel, towards 
the river. It was quieter here. 

" What dreadful people they have become," 
she said, shuddering; "even I can remember 
how different they used to be." 

The houses on the banks of the river were 
mostly converted into hospitals, preparatory 
for the great siege. Some hundred metres 
lower down, the new children's hospital, en- 
dowed by Citizen-Deputy Deroulfede, loomed, 
white, clean, and comfortable-looking, amidst 
its more squalid fellows. 

" I think it would be best not to sit down," 
suggested Blakeney, "and wiser for you to 
throw your hood away from your face." 



ANNE MIE 107 

He seemed to have no fears for himself; 
many had said that he bore a charmed life; 
and yet ever since Admiral Hood had planted 
his flag on Toulon Arsenal, the English were 
more feared than ever, and The Scarlet Pim- 
pernel more hated than most. 

" You wished to speak to me about Paul 
Deroul^de," he said kindly, seeing that the 
young girl was making desperate efforts to say 
what lay on her mind. " He is my friend, you 
know." 

" Yes; that is why I wished to ask you a 
question," she replied. 

" What is it? " 

" Who is JuUette de Marny, and why did 
she seek an entrance into Paul's house? " 

"Did she seek it, then?" 

" Yes; I saw the scene from the balcony. 
At the time it did not strike me as a farce. 
I merely thought that she had been stupid 
and foolhardy. But since then I have 
reflected. She provoked the mob of the 
street, wilfully, just at the very moment 
when she reached M. Deroulede's door. 
She meant to appeal to his chivalry, 
and called for help, well knowing that he 
would respond." 

She spoke rapidly and excitedly now, throw- 
ing off all shyness and reserve. Blakeney was 
forced to check her vehemence, which might 
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have been thought " suspicious " by some idle 
citizen unpleasantly inclined. 

"Well? And now?" he asked, for the 
young girl had paused, as if ashamed of her 
excitement. 

" And now she stays in the house, on and 
on, day after day," continued Anne Mie, 
speaking more quietly, though with no less 
intensity. " Why does she not go? She is not 
safe in France. She belongs to the most hated 
of all the classes — ^the idle, rich aristocrats of 
the old regime. Paul has several times sug- 
gested plans for her emigration to England. 
Madame Deroulede, who is an angel, loves her, 
and would not like to part from her, but it 
would be obviously wiser for her to go, and yet 
she stays. Why? " 

" Presumably because " 

" Because she is in love with Paul? " inter- 
rupted Anne Mie vehemently. " No, no; she 
does not love him — at least Oh I some- 
times I don't know. Her eyes light up when 
he comes, and she is listless when he goes. She 
always spends a longer time over her toilet, 
when we expect him home to dinner," she 
added, with a touch of naive femininity. " But 
— ^if it be love, then that love is strange and 
unwomanly; it is a love that will not be for his 
good " 

" Why should you think that? " 
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"I don't know," said the girl simply. 
" Isn*t it an instinct? " 

"Not a very unerring one in this case, I 
fear." 

"Why?" 

" Because your own love for Paul Deroulede 

has blinded you Ah! you must pardon 

me, mademoiselle; you sought this conversa- 
tion and not I, and I fear me I have wounded 
you. Yet I would wish you to know how deep 
is my sympathy with you, and how great my 
desire to render you a service if I could." 

" I was about to ask a service of you, mon- 
sieur." 

" Then command me, I beg of you." 

" You are Paul's friend — ^persuade him that 
that woman in his house is a standing danger 
to his life and liberty." 

" He would not listen to me." 

" OhI a man always listens to another." 

"Except on one subject — ^the woman he 
loves." 

He had said the last words very gently, but 
very firmly. He was deeply, tenderly sorry 
for the poor, deformed, fragile girl, doomed 
to be a witness of that most heartrending of 
human tragedies, the passing away of her own 
scarce-hoped-for happiness. But he felt that 
at this moment the kindest act would be one 
of complete truth. He knew that Paul D6rou- 
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Ihde'a heart was completely given to Juliette de 
Marny; he too, like Anne Mie, instinctively 
mistrusted the beautiful girl and her strange, 
silent ways, but, unlike the pqor hunchback, he 
knew that no sin which Juliette might commit 
would henceforth tear her from out the 
heart of his friend; that if, indeed, she turned 
out to be false, or even treacherous, she 
would, nevertheless, still hold a place in 
Deroulfede's very soul, which no one else would 
ever fill. 

" You think he loves her? " asked Anne Mie 
at last. 

"I am sure of it." 

" And she? " 

" Ah! I do not know. I would trust your 
instinct — ^a woman's — sooner than my own." 

"' She is false, I tell you, and is hatching 
treason against Paul." 

" Then all we can do is to wait." 

"Wait?" 

"And watch carefully, earnestly, all the 
time. There 1 shall I pledge you my word that 
DcroulMe shall come to no harm? " 

" Pledge me your word that you'll part him 
from that woman." 

" Nay; that is beyond my power. A man 
like Paul Deroulede only loves once in life, but 
when he does, it is for always." 

Once more she was silent, pressing her lips 
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closely together, as if afraid of what she might 
say. ^ 

He saw that she was bitterly disappointed, 
and sought for^a means of tempering the 
cruelty of the blow. 

" It will be your task to watch over Paul," 
he said; " with your friendship to guard and 
protect him, we need have no fear for his 
safety, I think/' 

"I will watch," she repUed quietly. 

Gradually he had led her steps back towards 
the Rue Ecole de Medecine. 

A great melancholy had fallen over his bold, 
adventurous spirit. How full of tragedies was 
this great city, in the last throes of its insane 
and cruel struggle for an unattainable goal. 
And yet, despite its guillotine and mock trials, 
its tyrannical laws and overfilled prisons, its 
very sorrows paled before the dead, dull misery 
of this deformed girl's heart. 

A wild exaltation, a fever of enthusiasm lent 
a glamour to the scenes which were daily en- 
acted on the Place de la Revolution, turning 
the final acts of the tragedies into glaring, lurid 
melodrama, almost imreal in its poignant 
appeal to the sensibilities. 

But here there was only dead, dull misery, 
an aching heart, a poor, fragile creature in the 
throes of an agonised struggle for a fast-disap- 
pearing happiness. 
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Anne Mie hardly knew now what she had 
hoped, when she sought this interview with Sir 
Percy Blakeney. Drowning in a sea of hope- 
lessness, she had clutched at what might prove 
a chance of safety. Her reason told her that 
Paul's friend was right. Deroulede was a man 
who would love hut once in his life. He had 
never loved — ^for he had too much pitied — 
poor, pathetic little Anne Mie. 

Nay; why should we say that love and pity 
are akin? ^ 

Love, the great, the strong, the conquering 
god — ^Love ffiHJ subdues a world, and rides 



roughshod 



^principle, virtue, tradition. 



over home, kindred, and religion — ^what cares 
he for the easy conqi^st of the pathetic being, 
who appeals to his syno^athy? 

Love means equality-^e same height of 
heroism or of sin. When iWe stoops to pity, 
he has ceased to soar in the bpundless space, 
that rarefied atmosphere wherein man feels 
himself made at last truly in the image of Grod. 



CHAPTER IX 

JEALOUSY 

At the door of her home Blakeney parted from 
Aime Mie, with all the courtesy with which he 
would have bid adieu to the greatest lady in his 
own land- 
Anne Mie let herself into the house with her 
own latch-key. She closed the heavy door 
noiselessly, then glided upstairs like a quaint 
little ghost. 

But on the landing above she met Paul De- 
roulede. 

He had just come out of his room, and was 
still fully dressed. 

"'Anne Mie! " he said, with such an obvious 
cry of pleasure, that the young girl, with beat- 
ing heart, paused a moment on the top of the 
stairs, as if hoping to hear that cry again, feel- 
ing that indeed he was glad to see her, had been 
anxious because of her long absence. 

** Have I made you anxious? " she asked at 
last. 

" Anxious I " he exclaimed. " Little one, I 
have hardly lived this last hour, since I realised 
that you had gone out so late as this, and all 
alone.'* 

"How did you know?" 
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'* Mademoiselle de Mamy knocked at my 
door an hour ago. She had gone to your room 
to see you, and, not finding you there, she 
searched the house for you, and finally in her 
anxiety came to me. We did not dare to tell 
my mother. I won't ask you where you have 
been, Anne Mie, but another time, remember, 
little one, that the streets of Paris are not safe, 
and that those who love you suffer deeply, 
when they know you to be in peril." 

" Those who love me I " murmured the girl 
under her breath. 

** Could you not have asked me to come with 
you?'' 

" No; I wanted to be alone. The streets were 
quite safe, and — I wanted to speak with Sir 
Percy Blakeney." 

" With Blakeney? " he exclaimed in bound- 
less astonishment. " Why, what in the world 
did you want to say to him? " 

The girl, so unaccustomed to lying, had 
blurted out the truth, almost against her wilL 

** I thought he could help me, as I was much 
perturbed and anxious." 

" You went to him sooner than to me? " said 
Deroulede with a tone of gentle reproach, and 
still puzzled at this extraordinary action on the 
part of the girl, usually so shy and reserved. 

" My anxiety was about you, and you would 
have mocked me for it." 
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" Indeed, I should never mock you, Anne 
Mie. But why should you be anxious about 
me?'^ 

" Because I see you wandering blindly on 
the brink of a great danger, and because I see 
you confiding in those, whom you had best 
mistrust." 

He frowned a little, and bit his Up to check 
the rough word that was on the tip of his 
tongue. 

" Is Sir Percy Blakeney one of those whom 
I had best mistrust? " he said lightly. 

" No," she answered curtly. 

" Then, dear, there is no cause for anxiety. 
He is the only one of my friends whom you 
have not known intimately. All those who are 
round me now, you know that you can trust 
and that you can love," he added earnestly and 
significantly. 

He took her hand; it was trembling with 
obvious suppressed agitation. She knew that 
he had guessed what was passing in her mind, 
and now was deeply ashamed of what she 
had done. She had been tortured with jealousy 
for the past three weeks, but at least she had 
sufi^ered quitie alone: no one had been allowed 
to touch that wound, which more often than 
not, excites derision rather than pity. Now, 
by her own actions, two men knew her secret. 
Both were kind and sjrmpathetic; but Derou- 
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l^e resented her imputations, and Blakeney 
had been unable to help her. 

A wave of morbid introspection swept over 
her soul. She realised in a moment how petty 
and base had been her thoughts and how pur- 
poseless her actions. She would have given her 
life at this moment to eradicate from Derou- 
IMe's mind the knowledge of her own jeal- 
ousy ; she hoped that at least he had not guessed 
her love. 

She tried to read his thoughts, but in the 
dark passage, only dimly lighted by the candles 
in D^roulede's room beyond, she could not see 
the expression of his face, but the hand which 
held hers was warm and tender. She felt her- 
self pitied, and blushed at the thought With 
a hasty good-night she fled down ihe passage, 
and locked herself in her room, alone with her 
own thoughts at last. 



CHAPTER X 

DENUNCIATION 

But what of Juliette? 

What of this wild, passionate, romantic 
creature tortured by a Titanic conflict? She, 
but a girl, scarcely yet a woman, torn by the 
greatest antagonistic powers that ever fought 
for a human soul. On the one side duty, 
tradition, her dead brother, her father — ^above 
all, her religion and the oath she had sworn 
before Grod; on the other justice and honour, 
a case of right and wrong, honesty and pity. 

How she fought with these powers now I 

She fought with them, struggled with them 
on her knees. She tried to crush memory, 
tried to forget that awful midnight scene ten 
years ago, her brother's dead body, her father's 
avenging hand holding her own, as he begged 
her to do that, which he was too feeble, too 
old to accomplish. 

His words rang in her ears from across that 
long vista of the past. 

"Before the face of Almighty God, who 
sees and hears me, I swear " 

And she had repeated those words loudly 
and of her own free will, with her hand resting 
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on her brother's breast, and God Himself look- 
ing down upon her, for she had called upon 
Him to listen. 

" I swear that I will seek out Paul Derou- 
lede, and in any manner which God may dic- 
tate to me encompass his death, his ruin, or 
dishonour in revenge for my brother's death. 
May my brother's soul remain in torment until 
the final Judgment Day if I should break my 
oath, but may it rest in eternal peace, the day 
on which his death is fitly avenged." 

Almost it seemed to her as if father and 
brother were standing by her side, as she knelt 
and prayed. — ^Ohl how she prayed 1 

In many ways she was only a child. AH 
her years had been passed in confinement, 
either beside her dying father or, later, between 
the four walls of the Ursuline Convent. And 
during those years her soul had been fed on 
a contemplative, ecstatic religion, a kind of 
sanctified superstition, which she would have 
deemed sacrilege to combat. 

Her first step into womanhood was taken 
with that oath upon her lips; since then, with 
a stoical sense of duty, she had lashed herself 
into a daily, hourly remembrance of the great 
mission imposed upon her. 

To have neglected it would have been, to her, 
equal to denying (Jod. 

She had but vague ideas of the doctrinal 
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side of religion. Purgatory was to her merely 
a word, but a word representing a real spiritual 
state — one of expectancy, of restlessness, of 
sorrow. And vaguely, yet determinedly, she 
believed that her brother's soul suffered, be- 
cause she had been too weak to fulfill her oath. 

The Church had not come to her rescue. The 
ministers of her religion were scattered to the 
four comers of besieged, agonising France. 
She had no one to help her, no one to comfort 
her. That very peaceful, contemplative life 
she had led in the convent, only served to 
enhance her feeling of the solemnity of her 
mission. 

It was true, it was inevitable, because it was 
so hard. 

To the few who, throughout those troublous 
times, had kept a feeling of veneration for 
their religion, this religion had become one of 
abnegation and martyrdom. 

A spirit of uncompromising Jansenism 
seemed to call forth sacrifices and renunciation, 
whereas the happy-go-lucky Catholicism of the 
past century had only suggested an easy, 
flowered path, to a comfortable, well-uphol- 
stered heaven. 

The harder the task seemed which was set 
before her, the more real it became to Juliette. 
Grod, she firmly believed, had at last, after ten 
years, shown her the way to wreak vengeance 
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upon her brother's murderer. He had brought 
her to this house, caused her to see and hear 
part of the conversation between Blakeney and 
Deroulede, and this at the moment of all 
others, when even the semblance of a con- 
spiracy against the Republic would bring the 
one inevitable result in its train — disgrace first, 
the hasty mock trial, the hall of justice, and 
the guillotine. 

She tried not to hate Deroulede. She 
wished to judge him coldly and impartially, 
or rather to indict him before the throne of 
God, and to prniish him for the crime he had 
committed ten years ago. Her personal feel- 
ings must remain out of the question. 

Had Charlotte Corday considered her own 
sensibilities, when with her own hand she put 
an end to Marat? 

Juliette remained on her knees for hours. 
She heard Anne Mie come home, and Derou- 
lede's voice of welcome on the landing. That 
was perhaps the most bitter moment of this 
awful soul conflict, for it brought to her mind 
the remembrance of those others who would 
suffer too, and who were innocent — ^Madame 
Deroulede and poor, crippled Anne Mie. 
They had done no wrong, and yet how heavily 
would they be punished I 

And then the saner judgment, the hmnan, 
material code of ethics gained for a while the 
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upper hand. Juliette would rise from her 
knees, dry her eyes, prepare quietly to go to 
bed, and to forget all about the awful, relent- 
less Fate wWh dragged her to the fulfilment 
of its wiU, only to sink back, broken-hearted, 
murmuring impassioned prayers for forgive- 
ness to her father, her brother, her God. 

The soul was young and ardent, and it 
fought for abnegation, martyrdom, and stem 
duty; the body was childlike, and it fought for 
peace, contentment, and quiet reason. 

The rational body was conquered by the 
passionate, powerful soul. 

Slame not the child, for in herself she was 
innocent. She was but another of the many 
victims of this cruel, mad, hysterical time, that 
spirit of relentless tyranny, forcing its doc- 
trines upon the weak. 

With the first break of dawn Juliette at last 
finally rose from her knees, bathed her burning 
eyes and head, tidied her hair and dress, then 
she sat down at the table, and began to write. 

She was a transformed being now, no longer 
a child, essentially a woman — a Joan of Arc 
with a mission, a Charlotte Corday going to 
martyrdom, a human, suffering, erring soul 
conmoitting a great crime for the sake of an 
idea. 

She wrote out carefully and with a steady 
hand that denunciation of Citizen-Deputy 
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DeroulMe which has become an liistorical doc- 
ument, and is preserved in the chronicles of 
France. 

You have all seen it at the Musee Camavalet 
in its glass case, its yellow paper and faded 
ink revealing nothing of the soul conflict of 
which it was the culminating victory. The 
cramped, somewhat schoolgirlish writing is the 
mute, pathetic witness of one of the saddest 
tragedies that era of sorrow and crime has ever 
known: 

To the Representatives of the People now sit- 
ting in Assembly at the National Conven- 
tion 

You trust and believe in the Representative 
of the people: Citizen-Deputy Paul Derou- 
lede. He is false, and a traitor to the Republic. 
He is planning, and hopes to effect, the release 
of ci-devant Marie Antoinette, widow of the 
traitor Louis Capet. Haste I ye representa- 
tives of the people I proofs of this assertion, 
papers and plans, are stiU in the house of the 
Citizen-Deputy Deroulede. 

This statement is made by one who knows. 

L The 28rd Fructidor. 

When her letter was written she read it 
through carefully, made the one or two little 
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corrections, which are still visible in the docu- 
ment^ then folded her missive, hid it within the 
folds of her kerchief, and, wrapping a dark 
cloak and hood romid her, she slipped noise- 
lessly out of her room. 

The house was all quiet and still. She shud- 
dered a little as the cool morning air fanned 
her hot cheeks: it seemed like the breath of 
ghosts. 

She ran quickly down the stairs, and as 
rapidly as she could, pushed back the heavy 
bolts of the front door, and slipped out into 
the street. 

Already the city was beginning to stir. 
There was no time for sleep, when so much 
had to be done for the safety of the threat- 
ened Republic. As Juliette turned her steps 
towards the river, she met the crowd of work- 
men, whom France was employing for her 
defence. 

Behind her, in the Luxembourg Gardens, 
and all along the opposite bank of the river, the 
furnaces were already ablaze, and the smiths 
at work forging the guns. 

At every step now Juliette came across the 
great placards, pinned to the tall gallows- 
shaped posts, which proclaim to every passing 
citizen that the people of France are up and 
inarms. 

Right across the Place de I'lnstitut a proces- 
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sion of market carts, laden with vegetables and 
a little fruit, wends its way slowly towards the 
centre of the town. They eadh carry tiny 
tricolour flags, with a Pike and Cap of Liberty 
surmounting the flagstaff. 

They are good patriots the market-garden- 
ers, who come in daily to feed the starving 
mob of Paris, with the few handf uls of watery 
potatoes, and miserable, vermin-eaten cab- 
bages, which that fraternal Revolution still 
allows them to grow without hindrance. 

Everyone seems busy with their work thus 
early in the morning: the business of killing 
does not begin until later in the day. 

For the moment Juliette can get along quite 
unmolested; the women and children are 
mostly hurrying on towards the vast encamp- 
ments in the Tuileries, where lint, and band- 
ages, and coats for the soldiers are manufac- 
tured all the day. 

The walls of all the houses bear the great 
patriotic device: "Liberte, Egalite, Frater- 
nite, sinon La Mort " ; others are more political 
in their proclamation: " La R^publique une et 
indivisible." 

But on the walls of the Louvre, of the great 
palace of whilom kings, where the Roi Soleil 
held his Court, and flirted with the prettiest 
women in France, there the new and great 
Republic has affixed its final mandate. 
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A great poster glued to the wall bears the 
words: "La Loi concernan les Suspects." 
Below the poster is a huge wooden box with 
a slit at the top. 

This is the latest invention for securing the 
safety of this one and indivisible Republic. 

Henceforth everyone becomes a traitor at 
one word of denunciation from an idler or an 
enemy, and, as in the most tyrannical days 
of the Spanish Inquisition, one-half of the 
nation was set to spy upon the other, that 
wooden box, with its slit, is put there ready 
to receive denunciations from one man 
against another. 

Had Juliette paused but for the fraction 
of a second, had she stopped to read the pla- 
card setting forth this odious law, had she 
only reflected, then she would even now have 
turned back, and fled from that gruesome 
box of infamies, as she would from a dan- 
gerous and noisome reptile or from the pesti- 
lence. 

But her long vigil, her prayers, her ecstatic 
visions of heroic martyrs had now completely 
numbed her faculties. Her vitality, her sensi- 
bilities were gone: she had become an auto- 
maton gliding to her doom, without a thought 
or a tremor. 

She drew the letter from her bosom, and 
with a steady hand dropped it into the box- 
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The irredaimable had now occurred. Nothing 
she could henceforth say or do, no prayers or 
agonised vigils, no miracles even, could undo 
her action or save Paul Deroulede from trial 
and guillotine. 

One or two groups of people hurrying to 
their work had seen her drop the letter into the 
box. A couple of small children paused, finger 
in mouth, gazing at her with inane curiosity; 
one woman uttered a coarse jest, all of them 
shrugged their shoulders, and passed on, on 
their way. 

Those who habitually crossed this spot were 
used to such sights. 

That wooden box, with its mouthlike slit, 
was like an insatiable monster that was con- 
stantly fed, yet was still gaping for more. 

Having done the deed Juliette turned, and 
as rapidly as she had come, so she went back 
to her temporary home. 

A home no more now; she must leave it at 
once, to-day if possible. This much she knew, 
that she no longer could touch the bread of the 
man she had betrayed. She would not appear 
at breakfast, she could plead a headache, and in 
the afternoon Petronelle should pack her 
things. 

She turned into a little shop close by, and 
asked for a glass of milk and a bit of bread. 
The woman who served her eyed her with some 
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curiosity, for Juliette just now looked almost 
out of her mind. 

She had not yet begun to think, and she had 
ceased to suffer. 

Both would come presently, and with them 
the memory of this last irretrievable hour and 
a just estimate of what she had done. 



i 



CHAPTER XI 



** VENGEANCE 18 MINE 



The pretence of a headache enabled Juliette to 
keep in her room the greater part of the day- 
She would have liked to shut herself out from 
the entire world during those hours which she 
spent face to face with her own thoughts and 
her own sufferings. 

The sight of Anne Mie's pathetic little face 
as she brought her food and delicacies and 
various little comforts, was positive torture to 
the poor, harrowed soul. 

At every sound in the great, silent house she 
started up, quivering with apprehension and 
horror. Had the sword of Damocles, which 
she herself had suspended, already fallen over 
the heads of those who had shown her nothing 
but kindness? 

She could not think of Madame Deroulfede 
or of Anne Mie without the most agonising, 
the most torturing shame. 

And what of him — ^the man she had so re- 
morselessly, so ruthlessly betrayed to a tribunal 
which would know no mercy? 

Juliette dared not think of him. 

She had never tried to analyse her feelings 
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with regard to him. At the time of Charlotte 
Corday's trial, when his sonorous voice rang 
out in its pathetic appeal for the misguided 
woman, Juliette had given him ungrudging 
admiration. She remembered now how 
strongly his magnetic personality had roused 
in her a feeling of enthusiasm for the poor 
girl, who had come from the depths of her 
quiet provincial home, in order to accomplish 
the horrible deed which would immortalise her 
name through all the ages to come, and cause 
her countrymen to proclaim her "" greater than 
Brutus." 

Deroulede was pleading for the life of that 
woman, and it was his very appeal which had 
aroused Juliette's dormant energy, for the 
cause which her dead father had enjoined her 
not to forget. It was DeroulMe again whom 
she had seen but a few weeks ago, standing 
alone before the mob who would have torn her 
to pieces, haranguing them on her behalf, 
speaking to them with that quiet, strong voice 
of his, ruling them with the rule of love and 
pity, and turning their wrath to gentleness. 

Did she hate him, then? 

Surely, surely she hated him for having 
thrust himself into her life, for having caused 
her brother's death and covered her father's 
declining years with sorrow. And, above all, 
she hated him — ^indeed, indeed it was hate I — 

9 
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for being the cause of this most hideous action 
of her life: an action to which she had been 
driven against her will, one of basest ingrati- 
tude and treachery, foreign to every sentiment 
within her heart, cowardly, abject, the uncon- 
scious outcome of this strange magnetism 
which emanated from him and had cast a spell 
over her, transforming her individuality and 
will power, and making of her an unconscious 
and automatic instrument of Fate. 

She would not speak of God's finger again: 
it was Fate — ^pagan, devilish Fate ! — ^the weird, 
shrivelled women who sit and spin their inter- 
minable thread. They had decreed; and Juli- 
ette, imable to fight, blind and broken by the 
conflict, had succumbed to the Megseras and 
their relentless wheel. 

At length silence and loneliness became 
unendurable. She called to P6tronelle, and 
ordered her to pack her boxes. 

" Wc leave for England to-day," she said 
curtly. 

"For England?" gasped the worthy old 
soul, who was feeling very happy and coinf ort- 
able in this hospitable house, and was loth to 
leave it. " So soon? " 

" Why, yes; we had talked of it for some 
time. We cannot remain here always. My 
cousins de Crecy are there, and my aunt de 
Coudremont. We shall be among fri^ads. 
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Petronelle, if we are ever able to get there." 

" If we ever get there! " sighed poor Petro- 
nelle; "we have but very Httle money, ma 
ch6rie, and no passports. Have you thought 
of asking M. DeroulMe for them? " 

" No, no," rejoined Juliette ha^tUy; " I'D 
see to the passports somehow, Petronelle. Sir 
Percy Blakeney is English; he'U tell me what 
to do." 

" Do you know where he lives, my jewel? " 

" Yes; I heard him tell Madame DeroulMe 
last night that he was lodging with a pro- 
vincial named Brogard at the Sign of the 
Cruche Cass6e. I'll go seek him, Petronelle; I 
am sure he will help me. The English are so 
resourceful and practical. He'll get us our 
passports, I know, and advise us as to the best 
way to proceed. Do you stay here and get all 
our things ready. 1'U not be long." 

She took up a doak and hood, and, throwing 
them over her arm, she slipped out of the room. 

DeroulMe had left the house earlier in the 
day. She hoped that he had not yet returned, 
and ran down the stairs quickly, so that she 
might go out imperceived. 

The house was quite peaceful and still. It 
seemed strange to Juliette that there did not 
hang over it some sort of pall-like presentiment 
of coming evil. 

From the kitdben, at some little distance 
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from the hall, Anne Mie's voice was heard 
singing an old ditty: 

"De to tige d^toch^e 
Pauvre f eiiille d6ss6cfa^ 
Od vas-tu? " 

Juliette paused a moment. An awful ache 
had seized her heart; her eyes unconsciously 
filled with tears, as they roamed round the walls 
of this house which had sheltered her so 
hospitably, these three weeks past. 

And now whither was she going? Like tihe 
poor, dead leaf of the song, she was a wastrel, 
torn from the parent bough, homeless, friend- 
less, having turned against the one hand which, 
in this great time of peril, had been extended 
to her in kindness and in love. 

Conscience was beginning to rise up against 
her, and that hydra-headed tyrant Remorse. 
She closed her eyes to shut out the hideous 
vision of her crime; she tried to forget this 
home which her treachery had desecrated* 

** Je yais od vb, toate chose 
Oti ya la f euille de rose 
£t U todUe de laurier;' 

sang Anne Mie plaintively. 

A great sob broke from Juliette's aching 
heart. The misery of it all was more than she 
could bear. Ah, pity her if you can I She had 
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fought and striven, and been conquered. A 
girl's soul is so young, so impressionable; and 
she had grown up with that one, awful, all- 
pervading idea of duty to accomplish, a 
most solemn oath to f ul£Ql, one sworn to 
her dying father, and on the dead body 
of her brother. She had begged for guid- 
ance, prayed for release, and the voice from 
above had remained silent. Weak, miserable, 
cringing, the human soul, when torn with 
earthly passion, must look to its own strength 
for the fight. 

And now the end had come. That swift, 
scarce tangible dream of peace, which had 
flitted through her mind during the past few 
weeks, had vanished with the dawn, and she 
was left desolate, alone with her great sin and 
its life-long expiation. 

Scarce knowing what she did, she fell on her 
knees, there on that threshold, which she was 
about to leave for ever. Fate had placed on 
her young shoulders a burden too heavy for her 
to bear. 

"Juhettel" 

At first she did not move. It was his voice 
coming from the study behind her. Its magic 
thrilled her, as it had done that day in the Hall 
of Justice. Strong, passionate, tender, it 
seemed now to raise every echo of response in 
her heart.. She thought it was a dream, and 
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remained there on her knees lest it should be 
dispelled. 

Then she heard his footsteps on the flag- 
stones of the hall. Anne Mie's plaintive sing- 
ing had died away in the distance. She started, 
and jumped to her feet, hastily drying her 
eyes. The momentary dream was dispelled, 
and she was ashamed of her weakness. 

He, the cause of all her sorrows, of her sin, 
and of her degradation, had no right to see her 
suffer. 

She would have fled out of the house now, 
but it was too late. He had come out of his 
study, and, seeing her there on her knees weep- 
ing, he came quickly forward, trying, with all 
the innate chivalry of his upright nature, not 
to let her see that he had been a witness to her 
tears. 

"You are going out, mademoiselle?" he 
said courteously, as, wrapping her doak 
around her, she was turning towards the door. 

"Yes, yes," she replied hastily; "a small 
errand, I '* 

" Is it anything I can do for you? " 

" No." 

"If — " he added, with visible embarrass- 
ment, " if your errand would brook a delay, 
might I crave the honoiu* of yoiu* presence in 
my study for a few moments? " 

"My errand brooks of no delay, Citizen 
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DeroulMe/' she said as composedly as she 
could, " and perhaps on my return I might — " 

"' I am leaving almost directly, mademoi- 
selle, and. I would wish you good-hye." 

He stood aside to allow her to pass, either 
out, through the street door or across the hall 
to his study. 

There had been no reproach in his voice 
towards the guest, who was thus leaving him 
without a word of farewell. Perhaps if there 
had been any, Juliette would have rebelled. 
As it was, an unconquerable magnetism 
seemed to draw her towards him, and, making 
an almost imperceptible sign of acquiescence, 
she glided past him into his room. 

The study was dark and cool; for the room 
faced the west, and the shutters had been closed 
in order to keep out the hot August sun. At 
first Juliette could see nothing, but she felt his 
presence near her, as he followed her into the 
room, leaving the door slightly ajar. 

'' It is kind of you, mademoiselle," he said 
gently, " to accede to my request, which was 
perhaps presumptuous. But you see I am 
leaving this house to-day, and I had a selfish 
longing to hear your voice bidding me f are- 
weU." 

Juliette's large, burning eyes were gradually 
piercing the semi-gloom around her. She 
could see him distinctly now, standing close 
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beside her in an attitude of the deepest, ahnost 
reverential respect. 

The study was as usual neat and tidy, denot- 
ing the orderly habits of a man of action and 
energy. On the ground there was a valise, 
ready strapped as if for a journey, and on the 
top of it a bulky letter-case of stout pigskin, 
secured with a small steel lock. Juliette's eyes 
fastened upon this case with a look of fascina- 
tion and of horror. Obviously it contained 
Deroulfede's papers, the plans for Marie Antoi- 
nette's escape, the passports of which he had 
spoken the day before to his friend, Sir Percy 
Blakeney — ^the proofs, in fact, which she had 
ojffered to the representatives of the people, 
in support of her denunciation of the Citizen- 
Deputy. 

After his request he had said nothing more. 
He was waiting for her to speak; but her voice 
felt parched; it seemed to her as if hands of 
steel were gripping her throat, smothering the 
words she would have longed to speak. 

"Will you not wish me godspeed, made- 
moiselle? " he repeated gently. 

" Godspeed? '" Ohl the awful irony of it 
all! Should Grod speed him to a mock trial 
and to the guillotine? He was going thither, 
though he did not know it, and was even now 
trying to take the hand which had deliberately 
sent him there. 
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At last she made an effort to speak, and in 
a toneless, even voice she contrived to murmur: 

" You are not going for long, Citizen- 
Deputy? " 

" In these times, mademoiselle," he replied, 
" any farewell might be forever. But I am 
actually going for a month to the Conciergerie, 
to take charge of the unfortunate prisoner 
there." 

" For a month! " she repeated mechanically. 

" Oh yes ! " he said, with a smile. " You see, 
our present Grovemment is afraid that poor 
Marie Antoinette will exercise her fascinations 
over any lieutenant-governor of her prison, 
if he remain near her long enough, so a new 
one is appointed every month. I shall be in 
charge during this coming Vend6miaire. I 
shall hope to return before the equinox, but — 
who can tell? " 

" In any case then, Citoyen D6roulede, the 
farewell I bid you to-night will be a very long 
one." 

" A month will seem a century to me," he 
said earnestly, " since I must spend it without 
seeing you, but '* 

He looked long and searchingly at her. He 
did not understand her in her present mood, 
so scared and wild did she seem, so unlike that 
girlish, light-hearted self, whidi had made the 
dull old house so bright these past few weeks. 
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" But I should not dare to hope," he 
murmured, '* that a similar reason would cause 
you to call that month a long one." 

She turned perhaps a trifle paler than she 
had been hitherto, and her eyes roamed round 
the room like those of a trapped hare seeking 
to escape. 

"You misunderstand me, Citoyen Derou- 
Ifede," she said at last hurriedly. " You have 
all been kind — ^very kind — ^but Petronelle and 
I can no longer trespass on your hospitality. 
We have friends in England, and many ene- 
mies here " 

" I know," he interrupted quietly; " it would 
be the most arrant selfishness on my part to 
suggest that you should stay here an hour 
longer than is necessary. I fear that after to- 
day my roof may no longer prove a sheltering 
one for you. But will you allow me to arrange 
for your safety, as I am arranging for that of 
my mother and Anne Mie? My English 
friend. Sir Percy Blakeney, has a yacht in 
readiness off the Normandy coast. I have 
already seen to your passports and to aU the 
arrangements of yoiu* journey as far as there, 
and Sir Percy, or one of his friends, will see 
you safely on board the English yacht. He 
has given me his promise that he will do 
this, and I trust him as I would myself. 
For the journey through France, my name 



/ 



VENGEANCE IS MINE 189 

is a sufficient guarantee that you will be 
unmolested; and, if you will allow it, my 
mother and Anne Mie will travel in your 
company. Then " 

" I pray you stop. Citizen Deroulfede," she 
suddei^y interrupted excitedly. " You must 
forgive me, but I cannot allow you thus to 
make any arrangements for me. Petronelle 
and I must do as best we can. All your time 
and trouble should be spent for the benefit 
of those who have a claim upon you, whilst 
I " 

** You speak unkindly, mademoiselle; there 
is no question of claim." 

" And you have no right to think " she 

continued, with growing, nervous excitement, 
drawing her hand hurriedly away, for he had 
tried to seize it. 

"Ah I pardon me," he interrupted earnestly, 
"there you are wrong. I have the right to 
think of you and for you — ^the inalienable right 
conferred upon me by my great/love for you." 

" Citizen-Deputy 1" / 

"Nay, Juliette; I know n^ folly, and I 
know my presumption. I knciw the pride of 
your caste and of your party,! and how much 
you despise the partisan of the squalid mob of 
France. Have I said that I aspired to gain 
your love? I wonder if I have ever dreamed 
it? I only know, Juliette, that you are to me 



J 




I WILL REPAY 



/ething akin to the angels, something white 
.^d etherealxintangible, and perhaps ununder- 
standable. ^et, knowing my folly, I glory in 
it, my dear, akid I would not yet you go out 
of my life without telling you of that, which 
has made every hour of the past few 
weeks a paradife for mej—my love for you, 
Juliette." 

He spoke m that loW, impressive voice of 
his, and with those soft/ appealing tones with 
which she had once heard him pleading for 
poor Charlotte Cordayl Yet now he was not 
pleading for himself, lot for his selfish wish 
or for his own happines s, only pleading for his 
love, that she should I now of it, and, know- 
ing it, have pity in herl heart for him, and let 
him serve her to the e^^d. 

He did not say anything more for a while; 
he had taken her hand, which she no longer 
withdrew from him, for there was sweet pleas- 
ure in feeling his strong fingers close trem- 
blingly over hers. He pressed his lips upon 
her hand, upon the soft palm and delicate 
wrist, his burning kisses bearing witness to the 
tumultuous passion, which his reverence for 
her was holding in check. 

She tried to tear herself away from him, but 
he would not let her go: 

"Do not go away just yet, Juliette," he 
pleaded. " Think I I may never see you again ; 
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but when you are fax from me — ^in England, 
perhaps — ^amongst your own kith and kin, will 
you try sometimes to think kindly of one who 
so wildly, so madly worships you? " 

She would hA^e stilled, an she could, the 
beating of her heart, which went out to him 
at last with all theNpassionate intensity of her 
great, pent-up love.^ 

Every word he spoke had its echo within her 
very soul, and she triec^Jiot to hear his tender 
appeal, not to see his a^rk head bending in 
worship before her. 

She tried to forget his presence, not to know 
that he was there — ^he, the man whom she had 
betrayed to serve her own miserable vengeance, 
whom in her mad, exalted rage she had thought 
that she hated, but whom she now knew that 
she loved better than her life, better than her 
soul, her traditions, or her oath. 

Now, at this moment, she made every effort 
to conjure up the vision of her brother brought 
home dead upon a stretcher, of her father's 
declining years, r^idered hideous by the mind 
unhinged through the great sorrow. 

She tried to think of ihe avenging finger of 
God pointing the way to the fulfilment of her 
oath, and called to Him fo stand by her in this 
terrible agony of her isoul. 

And God spoke to her at last ; through the 
eternal vistas of boundless universe, from tiiat 
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heaven which had known no pity, His voice 
came to her now, clear, awesome, and implac- 
able: 

" Vengeance is mine 1 I will repay 1 " 



CHAPTER XII 

THE SWORD OF DAMOCLES 

" In the name of the Republic 1" 

Absorbed in his thoughts, his dreams, his 
present happiness, Deroul^de had heard noth- 
ing of what was going on in the house, during 
the past few seconds. 

At first, to Anne Mie, who was still singing 
her melancholy ditty over her work in the 
kitchen, there had seemed nothing unusual in 
the peremptory ring at the front-door bell. 
She pulled down her sleeves over her thin arms, 
smoothed down her cooking apron, then only 
did she run to see who the visitor might* be. 

As soon as she had opened the door, how- 
ever, she understood. 

Five men were standing before her, four of 
whom wore the uniform of the National 
Guard, and the fifth, the tricolour scarf 
fringed with gold, which denoted service under 
the Convention. 

This man seemed to be in conunand of the 
others, and he immediately stepped into the 
hall, followed by his four companions, who at a 
sign from him eflTectively cut off Anne Mie 
from what h«d been her imminent purpose — 
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namely, to run to the study, and warn Derou* 
lede of his danger. 

That it was danger of the most certain, the 
most deadly kind she never doubted for one 
moment Even had her instinct not warned 
her, she would have guessed. One glance at 
the five men had sufficed to tell her: their atti- 
tude, their curt word of conunand, their air of 
authority as they crossed the hall — everything 
revealed the purpose of their visit: a domi- 
ciliary search in the house of Citizen-Deputy 
D^roulede. 

Merlin's Law of the Suspect was in full 
operation. Some one had denounced the 
Citizen-Deputy to the Committee of Public 
Safety; and in this year of grace, 1798, and I. 
of the Revolution, men and women were daily 
sent to the guillotine on suspicion. 

Anne Mie would have screamed, had she 
dared, but instinct such as hers was far too 
keen to betray her into so injudicious an act 
She felt that were Paul Deroulede's eyes upon 
her at this moment, he would wish her to 
remain calm and outwardly serene. 

The foremost man — ^he with the tricolour 
scarf — ^had already crossed the hall, and was 
standing outside the study door. It was his 
word of command whidi first roused D^rou- 
Ihde from his dream: 

*' In tiie name of the Republic! " 
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Deroulede did not immediately drop the 
small hand, which a moment ago he had been 
covering with kisses. He held it to his lips 
once more, very gently, lingering over this last 
fond caress, as if over an eternal farewell, then 
he straightened out his broad, well-knit figure, 
and turned to the door. 

He was very pale, but there was neither fear 
nor even surprise expressed in his earnest, 
deep-set eyes. They still seemed to be looking 
afar, gazing upon a heaven-bom vision, which 
the touch of her hand and the avowal of his 
love had conjured up before him. 

" In the name of the Republic 1 " 

Once more, for the third time — ^according to 
custom — ^the words rang out, clear, distinct, 
peremptory. 

In that one fraction of a second, whilst those 
six words were spoken, DeroulMe's eyes wan- 
dered swiftly towards the heavy letter-case, 
which now held his condemnation, and a wild, 
mad thought — ^the mere animal desire to escape 
from danger — surged up in his brain. 

The plans for the escape of Marie Antoi- 
nette, the various passports, worded in accord- 
ance with the possible disguises the unfortun- 
ate Queen might assume — ^all these papers 
were more than sufficient proof of what would 
be termed his treason against the Republic. 

He could already hear the indictment 
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against him, could see the filthy mob of Paris 
dancing a wild saraband round the tumbril, 
which bore him towards the guillotine ; he could 
hear their yells of execration, could feel the 
insults hurled against him, by those who had 
most admired, most envied him. And from all 
this he would have escaped if he could, if it 
had not been too late. 

It was but a second, or less, whilst the words 
were spoken outside his door, and whilst all 
other thoughts in him were absorbed in this one 
mad desire for escape. He even made a move- 
ment, as if to snatch up the letter-case and to 
hide it about his person. But it was heavy and 
bulky; it would be sure to attract attention, 
and might bring upon him the additional 
indignity of being forced to submit to a per- 
sonal search. 

He caught Juliette's eyes fixed upon him 
with an intensity of gaze which, in that same 
one mad moment, revealed to him the depths 
of her love. Then the second's weakness was 
gone; he was once more quiet, firm, the man of 
action, accustomed to meet danger boldly, to 
rule and to subdue the most turgid mob. 

With a quiet shrug of the shoulders, he dis- 
missed all thought of the compromising letter- 
case, and went to the door. 

Already, as no reply had come to the third 
word of command, it had been thrown open 
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from outside, and Deroul^de found himself 
face to face with the five men. 

"Citizen Merlin!" he said quietly, as he 
recognised the foremost among them. 

"Himself, Citizen-Deputy," rejoined the 
latter, with a sneer, " at your service." 

Anne Mie, in a remote comer of the hall, 
had heard the name, and felt her very soul 
sicken at its sound. 

Merlin 1 Author of that infamous Law of 
the Suspect which had set man against man, 
a father against his son, brother against 
brother, and friend against friend, had made 
of every human creature a bloodhound on the 
track of his fellow-men, dogging in order not 
to be dogged, denouncing, spying, hounding, 
in order not to be denounced. 

And he. Merlin, gloried in this, the most 
fiendishly evil law ever perpetrated for the 
degradation of the human race. 

There is that sketch of him in the Musee 
Camavalet, drawn just before he, in his turn, 
went to expiate his crimes on that very guillo- 
tine which he had sharpened and wielded so 
powerfully against his fellows. The artist 
has well caught the slouchy, slovenly look of 
his loosely knit figure, his long limbs and nar- 
row head, with the snakelike eyes and slightly 
receding chin. Like Marat, his model and pro- 
totype. Merlin aflTected dirty, ragged clothes. 
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The real Sansculottism, the downward level- 
ling of his fellow-men to the lowest rung of the 
social ladder, pervaded every action of this 
noted product of the great Revolution. 

Even Deroulede, whose entire soul was filled 
with a great, all-understanding pity for the 
weaknesses of mankind, recoiled at sight of 
this incarnation of the spirit of squalor and 
degradation, of all that was left of the noble 
Utopian theories of the makers of the Revolu- 
tion. 

Merlin grinned when he saw DeroulMe 
standing there, calm, impassive, well dressed, 
as if prepared to receive an honoured guest, 
rather than a smnmons to submit to the great- 
est indignity a proud man has ever heen called 
upon to suffer. 

Merlin had always hated the popular Citi- 
zen-Deputy. Friend and boon-companion of 
Marat and his gang, he had for over two years 
now exerted all the influence he possessed in 
order to bring Deroulede under a cloud of 
suspicion. 

But D^roulMe had the ear of the populace. 
No one understood as he did the tone of a Paris 
mob; and the National Convention, ever terri- 
fied of the volcano it had kindled, felt that a 
popular member of its assembly was more use- 
ful alive than dead. 

But now at last Merlin was having his way. 
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An anonymous denunciation against Derou- 
IMe had readied the Public Prosecutor that 
day. Tinville and Merlin were the fastest of 
friends, so the latter easily obtained the privi- 
lege of being the first to proclaim to his hated 
enemy, the news of his downfall. 

He stood facing Deroulede for a moment, 
enjojong the present situation to its full. The 
light from the vast hall struck full upon the 
powerful figure of the Citizen-Deputy and 
upon his firm, dark face and magnetic, restless 
eyes. Behind him the study, with its dosely 
drawn shutters, appeared wrapped in gloom. 

Merlin turned to his men, and, sidll de- 
lighted with his position of a cat playing with 
a mouse, he pointed to Deroulede, with a smile 
and a shrug of the shoulders. 

" Voyez-moi done 9a," he said, with a coarse 
jest, and expectorating contemptuously upon 
the floor, " the aristocrat seems not to under- 
stand that we are here in the name of the 
Republic. There is a very good proverb, Citi- 
zen-Deputy,", he added, once more addressing 
Deroulfede, " which you seem to have forgot- 
ten, and that is that the pitcher which goes too 
often to the well breaks at last. You have 
conspired against the liberties of the people for 
the past ten years. Retribution has come to 
you at last; the people of France have come to 
their senses. The National Convention wants 
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to know what treason you are hatching between 
these four walls, and it has deputed me to find 
out all there is to know." 

"At your service, Citizen-Deputy 1" said 
D^roulMe, quietly stepping aside, in order to 
make way for Merlin and his men. 

Resistance was useless, and, like all strong, 
determined natures, he knew when it was best 
to give in. ^ 

During this while, Juliette had neither 
moved nor uttered a sound. Little more than 
a minute had elapsed since the moment when 
the first peremptory order, to open in the name 
of the Republic, had sounded like the tocsin 
through the stillness of the house. Deroulede's 
kisses were still hot upon her hand, his words 
of love were still ringing in her ears. 

And now this awful, deadly peril, which she 
with her own hand had brought on the man 
she loved! 

If in one moment's anguish the soul be 
allowed to expiate a lifelong sin, then indeed 
did Juliette atone during this one terrible 
second. 

Her conscience, her heart, her entire being 
rose in revolt against her crime. Her oath, 
her life, her final denunciation appeared before 
her in all their hideousness. 

And now it was too late. 

D^roul^e stood facing Merlin, his most 
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implacable enemy. The latter was giving 
orders to his men, preparatory to searching the 
house, and there, just on the top of the valise, 
lay the letter-case, obviously containing those 
papers, to which the day before she had over- 
heard Deroulede making allusion, whilst he 
spoke to his friend, Sir Percy Blakeney. 

An unexplainable instinct seemed to tell her 
that the papers were in the case. Her eyes 
were riveted oif it, as if fascinated. An awful 
terror held her enthralled for one second more, 
whilst her thoughts, her longings, her desires 
were all centred on the safety of that one 
thing. 

The next instant she had seized it and 
thrown it upon the sofa. Then seating herself 
beside it, with the gesture of a queen and the 
grace of a Farisienne, she had spread the 
ample folds of her skirts over the compromis- 
ing case, hiding it entirely from view. 

Merlin in the hall was ordering two men to 
stand one on each side of DeroulMe, and two 
more to follow him into the room. Now he 
entered it himself, his narrow eyes trjring to 
pierce the semi-obscurity, which was rendered 
more palpable by the brilliant light in 
the hall. 

He had not seen Juliette's gesture, but he 
had heard the frou-frou of her skirts, as she 
seated herself upon the sofa. 
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" You are not alone, Citizen-Deputy, I see," 
he said, with a sneer, as his snakelike eyes 
lighted upon the young girl. 

" My guest, Citizen Merlin," replied Derou- 
lede as calmly as he could — " Citizeness Juli- 
ette Mamy. I know that it is useless, under 
these circumstances, to ask for consideration 
for a woman, but I pray you to remember, 
as far as it is possible, that although 
we are all Republicans, we are also French- 
men, and all still equal in our sentiment of chiv- 
alry towards our mothers, our sisters, or our 
guests. 

Merlin chuckled, and gazed for a moment 
ironically at Juliette. He had held, between 
his talon-like fingers, that very morning, a 
thin scrap of paper, on which a schoolgirlish 
hand had scrawled the denunciation against 
Citizen-Deputy Deroulede. 

Coarse in nature, and still coarser in 
thoughts, this representative of the people had 
very quickly arrived at a conclusion in his mind, 
willi regard to this so-called guest in the De- 
roulede household. 

" A discarded mistress," he muttered to him- 
self. "Just had another scene, I suppose. 
He's got tired of her, and she's given him 
away out of spite." 

Satisfied with this explanation of the situa- 
tion, he was quite inclined to be amiable to Juli- 
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ette. Moreover, he had caught sight of the 
valise, and almost thought that the young girl's 
eyes had directed his attention towards it. 

"Open those shutters!" he commanded, 
" this place is like a vault." 

One of the men obeyed immediately, and as 
the brilliant August sun came streaming into 
the room, Merlin once more turned to D6rou- 
lede. 

"' Information has been laid against you, 
Citizen-Deputy," he said, " by an anonymous 
writer, who states that you have just now in 
your possession correspondence or other papers 
intended for the Widow Capet; and the Com- 
mittee of Public Safety has entrusted me and 
these citizens to seize such correspondence, and 
make you answerable for its presence in your 
house." 

Deroulede hesitated for one brief fraction of 
a second. As soon as the shutters had been 
opened, and the room flooded in daylight, he 
had at once perceived that his letter-case had 
disappeared, and guessed, from Juliette's atti- 
tude upon the sofa, that she had concealed it 
about her person. It was this which caused 
him to hesitate. 

His heart was filled with boundless grati- 
tude to her for her noble efi^ort to save him, but 
he would have given his life at this moment, to 
undo what she had done. 
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The terrorists were no respecters of persons 
or of sex. A domiciliary search order, in those 
days, conferred full powers on those in author- 
ity, and Juliette might at any moment now be 
peremptorily ordered to rise. Through her 
action she had made herself one with the 
Citizen-Deputy; if the case were found 
under the folds of her skirts, she would 
be accused of connivance, or at any rate 
of the equally grave charge of shielding a 
traitor. 

The manly pride in him rebelled at the 
thought of owing his immediate safety to a 
woman, yet he could not now discard her help, 
without compromising her irretrievably. 

He dared not even look again towards her, 
for he felt that at this moment her life as well 
as his own lay in the quiver of an eyelid; and 
Merlin's keen, narrow eyes were jQxed upon 
him in eager search for a tremor^ a flash, which 
might betray fear or prove an admission of 
guilt. 

Juliette sat there, calm, impassive, disdain- 
ful, and she seemed to Deroulede more angelic, 
more unattainable even than before. He could 
have worshipped her for her heroism, her 
resourcefulness, her quiet aloofness from all 
these coarse creatures who filled the room with 
the odour of their dirty clothes, with their 
rough jests, and their noisome suggestions. 
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"Well, Citizen-Deputy," sneered Merlin 
after a while, " you do not reply, I notice," 

" The insinuation is unworthy of a reply, 
citizen," replied Deroulede quietly; "my ser- 
vices to the Republic are well known, I should 
have thought that the Committee of Public 
Safety would disdain an anonymous denuncia- 
tion against a faithful servant of the people of 
France." 

" The Committee of Public Safety knows its 
own business best, Citizen-Deputy," rejoined 
Merlin roughly. If the accusation prove a cal- 
umny so much the better for you. I presume," 
he added with a sneer, " that you do not pro- 
pose to offer any resistance whilst these citizens 
and I search your house." 

Without another word D^roulfede handed a 
bunch of keys to the man by his side. Every 
kind of opposition, argument even, would be 
worse than useless. 

Merlin had ordered the valise and desk to 
be searched, and two men were busy turning 
out the contents of both on to the floor. But 
the desk now only contained a few private 
household accounts, and notes for the various 
speeches which Deroulede had at various times 
delivered in the assemblies of the National 
Convention. Among these, a few pencil jot- 
tings for his great defence of Charlotte Cor- 
day were eagerly seized upon by Merlin, and 
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his grimy, clawlike hands fastened upon this 
scrap of paper, as upon a welcome prey. 

But there was nothing else of any import- 
ance. Deroulede was a man of thought and of 
action, with all the enthusiasm of real convic- 
tion, but none of the carelessness of a fanatic. 
The papers which were contained in the letter- 
case, and which he was taking with him to the 
Conciergerie, he considered were necessary to 
the success of his plans, otherwise he never 
would have kept them, and they were the only 
proofs that could be brought up against him. 

The valise itself was only packed with the 
few necessaries for a month's sojourn at the 
Conciergerie; and the men, under Merlin's 
guidance, were vainly trying to find some- 
thing, anything that might be construed into 
treasonable correspondence with the unfortu- 
nate prisoner there. 

Merlin, whilst his men were busy with the 
search, was sprawling in one of the big leather- 
covered chairs, on the arms of which his dirty 
finger-nails were beating an impatient devil's 
tattoo. He was at no pains to conceal the 
intense disappointment which he would experi- 
ence, were his errand to prove fruitless. 

Hii narrow eyes every now and then wan- 
dered towards Juliette, as if asking for her 
help and guidance. She, understanding his 
frame of mind, responded to the look. Shut- 
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ting her mentality off from the coarse sugges- 
tion of his attitude towards her, she played her 
part with cunning, and without flinching. 
With a glance here and there, she directed the 
men in their search. Deroul^de himself could 
scarcely refrain from looking at her; he was 
puzzled, and vaguely marvelled at the perfec- 
tion with which she carried through her role to 
the end. 

Merlin felt himself baffled. 
He knew quite well that Citizen-Deputy 
Deroulede was not a man to be lightly dealt 
with. No mere suspicion or anonymous 
denunciation would be sufficient in his case, to 
bring him before the tribunal of the Revolu- 
tion. Unless there were proofs — ^positive, irre- 
futable, danmable proofs — of Paul Derou- 
l^de's treachery, the Public Prosecutor would 
never dare to frame an indictment against him. 
|The mob of Paris would rise to defend its idol; 
/the hideous hags, who plied their knitting at 
(the foot of the scaffold, would tear the guillo- 
tine down, before they would allow D^roulfede 
to mount it. 

That was Deroulede's stronghold: the peo- 
ple of Paris, whom he had loved through all 
their infamies, and whom he had succoured and 
helped in their private need; and above all the 
women of Paris, whose children he had caused 
to be tended in the hospitals which he had built 



158 I WILL REPAY 

for them — ^this they had not yet forgotten, and 
Merlin knew it. One day they would forget — 
soon, perhaps — ^then they would turn on their 
former idol, and, howling, send him to his 
death, amidst cries of rancour and execration. 
When that day came there would be no need to 
worry about treason or about proofs. When 
the populace had forgotten all that he had 
done, tiien Deroulede would fall. 

But that time was not yet. 

The men had finished ransacking the room; 
every scrap of paper, every portable article had 
been eagerly seized upon. 

Merlin, half blind with fury, had jumped to 
his feet. 

" Search him! " he ordered peremptorily. 

Deroulede set his teeth, and made no protest, 
calling up every fibre of moral strength within 
him, to aid him in submitting to this indignity. 
At a coarse jest from Merlin, he buried his 
nails into the palms of his hands, not to strike 
the foul-mouthed creature in the face. But he 
submitted, and stood impassive by, whilst the 
pockets of his coat were turned inside out by 
the rough hands of the soldiers. 

All the while Juliette had remained silent, 
watching Merlin as any hawk would its prey. 
But the Terrorist, through the very coarseness 
of his nature, was in this case completely 
fooled. 
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He knew that it was Juliette who had 
denounced Deroulede, and had satisfied him- 
self as to her motive. Because he was low and 
brutish and degraded, he never once suspected 
the truth, never saw in that beautiful young 
woman anything of the double nature within 
her, of that curious, self -torturing, at times 
morbid sense of religion and of duty, at war 
with her own upright, innately healthy disposi- 
tion. 

The low-bom, self -degraded Terrorist had 
put his own construction on Juliette's action, 
and with this was satisfied, since it answered 
to his own estimate of the human race, the race 
which he was doing his best to bring down to 
the level of the beast. 

Therefore Merlin did not interfere with 
Juliette, but contented himself with insinuat- 
^S* by jest and action, what her share in this 
day's work had been. To these hints Derou- 
l^de, of course, paid no heed. For him Juliette 
was as far above political intrigue as the 
angels. He would as soon have suspected one 
of the saints enshrined in Notre Dame as this 
beautiful, almost ethereal creature, who had 
been sent by Heaven to gladden his heart and 
to elevate his every thought. 

But Juliette understood Merlin's attitude, 
and guessed that her written denunciation had 
come into his hands. Her every thought. 
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every living sensation within her, was centred 
in this one thing: to save the man she loved 
from the consequences of her own crime 
against him. And for this, even the shadow of 
suspicion must he removed from him. Merlin's 
iniquitous law should not touch him again. 

When Deroulede at last had heen released, 
after the outrage to which he had been per- 
sonally subjected, Merlin was literally, and 
figuratively too, looking about him for an issue 
to his present dubious position. 

Judging others by his own standard of con- 
duct, he feared now that the popular Citizen- 
Deputy would incite the mob against him, in 
revenge for the indignities which he had had 
to suffer. And with it all, the Terrorist was 
convinced that Deroulede was guilty, that 
proofs of his treason did exist, if only he knew 
where to lay his hands on them. 

He turned to Juliette with an unexpressed 
query in his adder-like eyes. She shrugged 
her shoulders, and made a gesture as if point- 
ing towards the door. 

" There are other rooms in the house besides 
this,'* her gesture seemed to say; "try them. 
The proofs are there, 'tis for you to find them." 

Merlin had been standing between her and 
Deroulede, so that the latter saw neither query 
nor reply. 

"You are cunning, Citizen-Deputy," said 
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Merlin now, turning towards him, "and no 
doubt you have been at pains to put your trea- 
sonable correspondence out of the way. You 
must understand that the Committee of Public 
Safety will not be satisfied with a mere exam- 
ination of your study," he added, assuming an 
air of ironical benevolence, "and I presume 
you will have no objection, if I and these 
citizen soldiers pay a visit to other portions 
of yoiu* house." 

"As you please," responded Deroulede 
drily. 

" You will accompany us, Citizen-Deputy," 
commanded the other curtly. 

The four men of the National Guard formed 
themselves into line outside the study door; 
with a peremptory nod, Merlin ordered Derou- 
lede to pass between them, and he too pre- 
pared to follow. At the door he turned, and 
once more faced Juliette. 

"As for you, citizeness," he said, with a 
sudden access of vidousness against her, " if 
you have brought us here on a fool's errand, 
it will go ill with you, remember. Do not 
leave the house until our return. I may have 
some questions to put to you." 
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CHAPTER XIII 

TANGLED MESHES 

Juliette waited a moment or two, until the 
footsteps of the six men died away up the 
massive oak stairs. 

For the first time, since the sword of 
Damocles had fallen, she was alone with her 
thoughts. 

She had hut a few minutes at her command 
in which to devise an issue out of these tangled 
meshes, which she had woven round the man 
she loved. 

Merlin and his men would return anon. 
The comedy could not be kept up through 
another visit from them, and while the com- 
promising letter-case remained in Deroulede's 
private study he was in imminent danger at 
the hands of his enemy. 

She thought for a moment of concealing the 
case about her person, but a second's reflection 
showed her the futility of such a move. She 
had not seen the papers themselves; any one 
of them might be an absolute proof of Derou- 
IMe's guilt; the correspondence might be in 
his handwriting. 

If Merlin, furious, bafBed, vicious, were to 
\«2 
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order her to be searched! The horror of the 
indignity made her shudder, but she would 
have submitted to that, if thereby she could 
have saved Deroulfede. But of this she could 
not be sure until after she had looked through 
the papers, and this she had not the time 
to do. 

Her first and greatest idea was to get out 
of this room, his private study, with the com- 
promising papers. Not a trace of them must 
be found here if he were to remain beyond 
suspicion. 

She rose from the sofa, and peeped through 
the door. The hall was now deserted; from 
the left wing of the house, on the floor above, 
the heavy footsteps of the soldiers and Merlin*s 
occasional brutish laugh could be distinctly 
heard. 

Juliette listened for a moment, trying to 
understand what was happening. Yes; they 
had all gone to D^roulede's bedroom, whidi 
was on the extreme left, at the end of the first- 
floor landing. There might be just time to 
accomplish what she had now resolved to do. 

As best she could, she hid the bulky leather 
case in the folds of her skirt. It was literally 
neck or nothing now. If she were caught on 
the stairs by one of the men nothing could save 
her or — ^possibly — ^Deroulfede. 

At any rate, by remaining where she was, by 
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leaving the events to shape themselves, dis- 
covery was absolutely certain. She chose to 
take tiie risk. 

She slipped noiselessly out of the room and 
up the great oak stairs. Merlin and his men, 
busy with their search in Deroulede's bedroom, 
took no heed of what was going on behind 
them; Juhette arrived on the landing, and 
turned sharply to her right, running noiselessly 
along the thick Aubusson carpet, and thence 
quickly to her own room. 

All this had taken less than a minute to 
accomplish. The very next moment she heard 
Merlin's voice ordering one of his men to stand 
at attention on the landing, but by that time 
she was safe inside her room. She closed the 
door noiselessly. 

Petronelle, who had been busy all the after- 
noon packing up her young mistress' things, 
had fallen asleep in an arm-chair. Uncon- 
scious of the terrible events which were rapidly 
succeeding each other in the house, the worthy 
old soul was snoring peaceably, with her hands 
complacently folded on her ample bosom. 

Juliette, for the moment, took no notice of 
her. As quickly and as dexterously as she 
could, she was tearing open the heavy leather 
case with a sharp pair of scissors, and very soon 
its contents were scattered before her on the 
table. 
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One glance at them was sufQcient to convince 
her that most of the papers would midoubtedly, 
if fomid, send DeroulMe to the guillotine. 
Most of the correspondence was in the 
Citizen-Deputy's handwriting. She had, 
of course, no time to examine it more 
closely, but instinct naturally told her 
that it was of a highly compromising 
character. 

She gathered the papers up into a heap, tear- 
ing some of them up into strips; then she 
spread them out upon the ash-pan in front of 
the large earthenware stove, which stood in a 
comer of the room. 

Unfortunately, this was a hot day in 
August. Her task would have been far easier 
if she had wished to destroy a bundle of papers 
in the depth of winter, when there was a good 
fire burning in the stove. 

But her purpose was firm and her incentive 
the greatest that has ever spurred mankind to 
heroism. 

Regardless of any consequences to herself, 
she had but the one object in view, to save 
D^roulede at all costs. 

On the wall facing her bed, immediately 
above a velvet-covered prie-dieu, there was a 
small figure of the Virgin and Child — one of 
those quaintly pretty devices for holding holy 
water, which the reverent superstition of the 
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past century rendered a necessary adjunct of 
every girl's room. 

In front of the figure a small lamp was kept 
perpetually burning. This Juliette now took 
between her fingers, carefully, lest the tiny 
flame should die out. First she poured the oil 
over the fragments of paper in the ash-pan, 
then with the wick she set fire to the whole 
compromising correspondence. 

The oil caused the paper to bum quickly; 
the smell, or perhaps the presence of Juliette in 
the room, caused worthy old P^tronelle to 
wake. 

" It's nothing, Petronelle," said Juliette 
quietly; " only a few old letters I am burning. 
But I want to be alone for a few moments — 
will you go down to the kitchen until I call 
you?" 

Accustomed to do as her young mistress 
comimanded, Petronelle rose without a word. 

" I have finished putting away your few 
things, my jewel. There, there! why didn't 
you tell me to bum your papers for you ? You 
have soiled your dear hands, and -" 

" Sh! shl Petronelle!" said Juliette impa- 
tiently, and gently pushing the garrulous old 
woman towards the door. " Run to the kitchen 
now quickly, and don't come out of it until I 
call you. And, PetroneUe," she added, " you 
will see soldiers about the house perhaps." 
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" Soldiers 1 The good God have mercy! " 

" Don't he frightened, Petronelle- But they 
may ask you questions/' 

" Questions? " 

"Yes; about me." 

" My treasure, my jewel," exclaimed Petro- 
nelle in alarm, " have those devils ? " 

" No, no; nothing has happened as yet, but, 
you know, in these times there is always 
danger." 

"Good God!/ Holy Mary! Mother of 
God! " / 

" Nothing'll happen if you try to keep quite 
calm and do exactly as I tell you. Go to the 
kitchen, and wait there until I caU you. If the 
soldiers come in and question you, if they try 
to frighten you, remember that we have noth- 
ing to fear from men, and that our lives are in 
God's keeping." 

All the while that Juliette spoke, she was 
watching the heap of paper being gradually 
reduced to ashes. She tried to fan the flames 
as best she could, but some of the correspond- 
ence was on tough paper, and was slow in being 
consumed. PetroneUe, tearful but obedient, 
prepared to leave the room. She was overawed 
by her mistress' air of aloofness, the pale face 
rendered ethereally beautiful by the sufferings 
she had gone through. The eyes glowed large 
and magnetic, as if in presence of spiritual 
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visions beyond mortal ken; the golden hair 
looked like a saintly halo above the white, 
immaculate young brow. 

PetroneUe made the sign of the cross, as if 
she were in the presence of a saint. 

As she opened the door there was a sudden 
draught, and the last flickering flame died out 
in the ash-pan. Juliette, seeing that Petro- 
neUe had gone, hastily turned over the few 
half -burnt fragments of paper that were left. 
In none of them had the writing remained 
legible. All that was compromising to Derou- 
lede was efi^ectually destroyed. The small 
wick in the lamp at the foot of the Virgin and 
Child had burned itself out for want of oil; 
there was no means for Juliette to strike 
another light and destroy what remained. The 
leather case was, of course, still there, with its 
sides ripped open, an indestructible thing. 

There was nothing to be done about that. 
Juliette after a second's hesitation threw it 
among her dresses in the valise. 

Then she too went out of the room. 



CHAPTER XIV 

A HAPPY MOMENT 

The search in the Citizen-Deputy's bedroom 
had proved as fruitless as that in his study. 
Merlin was beginning to have vague doubts as 
to whether he had been effectively fooled. 

His manner towards Deroulede had under- 
gone a change. He had become suave and 
unctuous, a kind of elephantine irony pervad- 
ing his laborious attempts at conciliation. He 
and the Public Prosecutor would be severely 
blamed for this day's work, if the populiu* 
Deputy, relying upon the support of tibe peo- 
ple of Paris, chose to take his revenge. 

In France, in this glorious year of the Revo- 
lution, there was but one step between cen- 
sure and indictment. And Merlin knew it. 
Therefore, although he had not given up 
all hope of finding proofs of Deroul^de's 
treason, although by the latter's attitude 
he remained quite convinced that such proofs 
did exist, he was already reckoning upon 
the cat's paw, the sop he would offer to 
that Cerberus, the Committee of Public 
Safety, in exchange for his own exculpation 
in the matter. 
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This sop would be Juliette, the denunciator, 
instead of Deroulede the denounced. 

But he was still seeking for the proofs. 

Somewhat changing his tactics, he had 
allowed Deroulede to join his mother in the 
living-room, and had betaken himself to the 
kitchen in search of Anne Mie, whom he had 
previously caught sight of in the hall. There 
he also found old Petronelle, whom he could 
scare out of her wits to his heart's content, but 
from whom he was quite unable to extract any 
useful information. Petronelle was too stupid 
to be dangerous, and Anne Mie was too much 
on the alert. 

But, with a vague idea that a cunning man 
might choose the most unlikely places for the 
concealment of compromising property, he was 
ransacking the kitchen from floor to ceiling. 

In the living-room Deroulede was doing his 
best to reassure his mother, who, in her turn, 
was forcing herself to be brave, and not to 
show by her tears how deeply she feared for 
the safety of her son. As soon as Deroulede 
had been freed from the presence of the sol- 
diers, he had hastened back to his study, only 
to find that Juliette had gone, and that the 
letter-case had also disappeared. Not know- 
ing what to think, trembling for the safety of 
the woman he adored, he was just debating 
whether he would seek for her in her own room. 
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when she came towards him across the landing. 

There seemed a halo aromid her now. D6- 
ronlfede felt that she had never been so beauti- 
ful and to him so unattainable. Something 
told him then, that at this moment she was as 
far away from him as if she were an inhabitant 
of another, more ethereal, planet. 

When she saw him coming towards her, she 
put a finger to her lips, and whispered: 

" Shi shl the papers are destroyed, burned." 

" And I owe my safety to youl " 

He had said it with his whole soul, an infinity 
of gratitude filled his heart, a joy and pride in 
that she had cared for his safety. 

But at his words she had grown paler than 
she was before. Her eyes, large, dUated, and 
dark, were fixed upon him with an intensity of 
gaze, which almost startled him. He thought 
that she was about to faint, that the emotions 
of the past half -hour had been too much for her 
overstrung nerves. He took her hand, and 
gently dragged her into the living-room. 

She sank into a chair, as if utterly weary and 
exhausted, and he, forgetting his danger, for- 
getting the world and all else besides, knelt at 
her feet, and held her hands in his. 

She sat bolt upright, her great eyes still fixed 
upon him. At first it seemed as if he could not 
be satiated with looking at her; he felt as if 
he had never, never really seen her. She had 
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been a dream of beauty to him ever since that 
awful afternoon when he had held her, half 
fainting, in his aipms, and had dragged her 
under the shelter otMs roof. 

From that hour l^e had worshipped her: she 
had cast over him th^ magic spell of her refine- 
ment, her beauty, that aroma of youth and 
innocence which mak^es such a strong appeal 
to the man of sentiment. 

He had worshipped\her and not tried to 
understand. He would X^ave deemed it almost 
sacrilege to pry into the imrsteries of her inner 
self, of that second nature lix her which at times 
made her silent, and ahnost ^orose, and cast a 
lurid gloom over her young bteauty. 

And though his love for her had grown in 
intensity, it had remained as heaven bom as he 
deemed her to be — ^the love of a mortal for a 
saint, the ecstatic adoration of a St. Francis for 
his Madonna. 

Sir Percy Blakeney had called Deroulede an 
idealist. He was that, in the strictest sense, 
and Juliette had embodied all that was best in 
his idealism. 

It was for the first time to-day, that he had 
held her hand just for a moment longer than 
mere conventionality allowed. The first kiss 
on her finger-tips had sent the blood rushing 
wildly to his heart; but he still worshipped her, 
and gazed upon her as upon a divinity. 
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She sat bolt uprighf in the chair, abandoning 
her small, cold hands to his burning grasp. 

His very senses ached with the longing to 
clasp her in his arms, to draw her to him, and 
to feel her pulses beat closer against his. It 
was almost torture now to gaze upon her 
beauty — ^that small, oval face, almost like a 
child's; the large eyes, which at times had 
seemed to be blue, but which now appeared to 
be of a deep, unfathomable colour, like the 
tempestuous sea. 

"" Juliette 1 " he murmured at last, as his soul 
went out to her in a passionate appeal for the 
first kiss. 

A shudder seemed to go through her entire 
frame, her very lips turned white and cold, 
and, he, not understanding, timorous, chival- 
rous, and humble, thought that she was 
repelled by his ardour, and frightened by a 
passion to which she was too pure to 
respond. 

Nothing but that one word had been spoken 
— ^just her name, an appeal from a strong man, 
overmastered at last by his boundless love — 
and she, poor, stricken soul, who had so much 
loved, so deeply wronged him, shuddered at 
the thought of what she might have done, had 
Fate not helped her to save him. 

Half ashamed of his passion, he bowed his 
dark head over her hands, and, once more faro- 
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ing himself to be calm ik)w, he kissed her 
finger-tips reverently. 

When he looked up again the hard lines in 
her face had softened, and two tears were 
slowly trickling down her pale cheeks. 

" Will you forgive me, madonna? " he said 
gently. " I am only a man, and you are very 
beautiful. No — don't take your little hands 
away. I am quite calm now, and know how 
one should speak to angels." 

Reason, justice, rectitude— -everything was 
urging Juliette to close her ears to the words 
of love, spoken by the man whom she had 
betrayed. But who shall blame her for listen- 
ing to the swe^t^t sound the ears of a woman 
can ever hear — ^tK^NSQund of the voice of the 
loved one in his first dechkcq4:ion of love? 

She sat and listened, whilst4ie whispered to 
her those soft, endearing words, of which a 
strong man alone possesses the enchanting 
secret. 

She sat and listened, whilst all around her 
was still. Madame Deroulede, at the farther 
end of the room, was softly muttering a few 
prayers. 

They were all alone, these two, in the mad 
and beautiful world which man had created 
for himself — ^the world of romance — ^that 
world more wonderful than any heaven, where 
only those may enter who have learned the 
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sweet lesson of love. Deroulede roamed in it 
at will. He had created his own romance, 
wherein he was as a humble worshipper, spend- 
ing his life in the service of his madonna. 

And she too forgot the earth, forgot the 
reality, her oath, her crime and its punishment, 
and began to think that it was good to live, 
good to love, and good to have at her feet the 
one man in all the world whom she could 
fondly worship. 

Who shall tell what he whispered? Enough 
that she listened and that she smiled; and he, 
seeing her smile, felt happy. 



CHAPTER XV 

DETECTED 

The opening and shutting of the door roused 
them both from their dreams. 

Anne Mie, pale, trembling, with eyes look- 
ing wild and terrified, had glided into the 
roouL 

Deroulede had sprung to his feet In a 
moment his had thrust his own happiness into 
the background at sight of the poor child's 
obvious sufi^ering. He went quickly towards 
her, and would have spoken to her, but she ran 
past him, up to Madame Deroulede, as if she 
were beside herself with some unexplainable 
terror. 

"Anne Mie,'' he said firmly, "what is it? 
Have those devils dared ** 

In a moment reality had come lushing back 
upon him with full force, and bitter reproaches 
surged up in his heart against himself, for hav- 
ing in this moment of selfish joy forgotten 
those who looked up to him for hdp and pro- 
tection. 

He knew the temper of the brutes who had 
been set upon his track, knew that low-minded 
Merlin and his noisome ways, and blamed him- 
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self severely for having left Anne Mie and 
Petronelle alone with him even for a few 
moments. 

But Anne Mie quickly reassured him. 

" They have not molested us much/* she 
said, speaking with a visible effort and en- 
forced calmness. " Petronelle and I were 
together, and they made us open all the cup- 
boards and uncover all the dishes. They then 
asked us many questions." 

"Questions? Of what kind?" asked D6- 
roulMe. 

"About you, Paul," replied Anne Mie, 
"and about maman, and idso about — ^about 
the dtizeness, your guest." 

Deroulede looked at her closely, vaguely 
wondering at the strange attitude of the child. 
She was evidently labouring under some 
strong excitement, and in her thin, brown little 
hand she was clutching a piece of paper. 

"Anne Mie I Child," he said very gently, 
" you seem quite upset — as if something terri- 
ble had happened. What is that paper you are 
holding, my dear? " 

Anne Mie gazed down upon it. She was 
obviously making frantic efforts to maintain 
her self-possession. 

Juliette at first sight of Anne Mie seemed 
literally to have been turned to stone. She sat 
upright, rigid as a statue, her eyes fixed upon 

12 
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the poor, crippled girl as if upon an inexorable 
judge, about to pronounce sentence upon her 
of life or death. 

Instinct, that keen sense of coming danger 
which Nature sometimes gives to her elect, had 
told her that, within the next few seconds, her 
doom would be sealed; that Fate would de- 
scend npoB her, holding the sword of Nemesis; 
and it was Anne Mie's tiny, half -shrivelled 
hand which had placed that sword into the 
grasp of Fate. 

" What is that paper? Will you let me see 
it, Anne Mie? " repeated D6roulede. 

" Citizen Merlin gave it to me just now," 
began Anne Mie more quietly; " he seems very- 
wroth at finding nothing compromising 
against you, Paul. They were a long time in 
the kitchen, and now they have gone to search 
my room and Petronelle's; but Merlin — oh! 
that awful man! — ^he seemed like a beast infu- 
riated with his disappointment." 

" Yes, yes." 

" I don't know what he hoped to get out of 
me, for I told him that you never spoke to 
your mother or to me about yom* political 
business, and that I was not in the habit of 
listening at the keyholes." 

"Yes. And " 

" Then he began to speak of — of our guest 
— ^but, of course, there again I could tell him 
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nothing. He seemed to be puzzled as to who 
had denounced you. He spoke about an 
anonymous denunciation, which reached the 
Public Prosecutor early this morning. It was 
written on a scrap of paper, and thrown into 
the public box, it seems, and " 

" It is indeed very strange," said Deroulede, 
musing over this extraordinary occurrence, and 
still more over Anne Mie's strange excitement 
in the telling of it. " I never knew I had a 
hidden enemy. I wonder if I shall ever find 
out " 

" That is just what I said to Citizen Merlin," 
rejoined Anne Mie. 

"What?" 

" That I wondered if you, or — or any of us 
who love you, will ever find out who your 
hidden enemy might be." 

"' It was a mistake to talk so fully with such 
a brute, little one." 

" I didn't say much, and I thought it wisest 
to humour him, as he seemed to wish to talk 
on that subject." 

"WeU? And what did he say?" 

" He laughed, and asked me if I would very 
much like to know." 

" I hope you said No, Anne Mie . " 

" Indeed, indeed, I said Yes," she retorted 
with sudden energy, her eyes fixed now upon 
Juliette, who still sat rigid and silent, watch- 
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ing every movement of Amie Mie from the 
moment in which she hegan to tell her 
story. "Would I not wish to know who 
is your enemy, Paul — ^the creature who 
was base and treacherous enough to attempt 
to deliver you into the hands of those mer- 
ciless villains? What wrong had you done 
to anyone? " 

" Shi Hush, Anne Mie! you are too ex- 
cited," he said, smiling now, in spite of himself, 
at the young girl's vehemence over what he 
thought was but a trifle — ^the discovery of his 
own enemy. 

" I am sorry, Paul. How can I help being 
excited," rejoined Anne Mie with quaint, pa- 
thetic gentleness, "when I speak of such 
base treachery, as that which Merlin has 
suggested? " 

" Well? And what did he suggest? " 

" He did more than suggest," whispered 
Anne Mie almost inaudibly ; " he gave me this 
paper — ^the anonymous denunciation which 
reached the Public Prosecutor this morning — 
he thought one of us might recognise the 
handwriting." 

Then she paused, some five steps away 
from Deroulede, holding out towards him the 
crumpled paper, which up to now she had 
clutched determinedly in her hand. Deroulede 
was about to take it from her, and just before 
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he had turned to do so, his eyes had lighted 
on Juliette. 

She said nothing, she had merely risen in- 
stinctively, and had reached Anne Mie's side 
in less than the fraction of a second. 

It was all a flash, and there was dead silence 
in the room, but in that one-hundredth part of 
a second, Deroul^de had read guilt in the face 
of Juliette. 

It was nothing but instinct, a sudden, awful, 
unexplainable revelation. Her soul seemed 
suddenly to stand before him in all its misery 
and in all its sin. 

It was as if the fire from heaven had de- 
scended in one terrific crash, burying beneath 
its devastating flames his ideals, his happiness, 
and his divinity. She was no longer there. 
His madonna had ceased to be. 

There stood before him a beautiful woman, 
on whom he had lavished all the pent-up treas- 
ures of his love, whom he had succoured, 
sheltered, and protected, and who had repaid 
him thus. 

She had forced an entry into his house; she 
had spied upon him, dogged him, lied to him. 
The moment was too sudden, too awful for him 
to make even a wild guess at her motives. His 
entire life, his whole past, the present, and the 
future, were all blotted out in this awful dis- 
persal of his most cherished dream. He had 
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forgotten everything else save her appalling 
treachery; how could he even remember that 
once, long ago, in fair fight, he had killed her 
brother? 

She did not even try now to hide her guilt. 
A look of appeal, touching in its trustfulness, 
went out to him, begging him to spare her 
further shame. Perhaps she felt that love, 
such as his, could not be killed in a flash. 

His entire nature was full of pity, and to 
that pity she made a final appeal, lest she 
should be humiliated before Madame D6rou- 
IMe and Anne Mie. 

And he, still under the spell of those magic 
moments when he had knelt at her feet, under- 
stood her prayer, and, closing his eyes just 
for one brief moment, in order to shut out 
for ever that radiant vision of a pure angel 
whom he had worshipped, turned quietly to 
Anne Mie. 

" Give me that paper, Anne Mie," he said 
coldly. " I may perhaps recognise the hand- 
writing of my most bitter enemy.'* 

" 'Tis unnecessary now," replied Anne Mie 
slowly, still gazing at the face of Juliette, in 
which she too had read what she wished to read. 

The paper dropped out of her hand. 

DeroulMe stooped to pick it up. He im- 
f olded it, smoothed it out, and then saw that 
it was blank. 
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" There is nothing written on this paper/' 
he said mechanically. 

" No," rejoined Anne Mie; " no other words 
save the story of her treachery." 

" What you have done is evil and wicked, 
Anne Mie." 

'" Perhaps so; but I had guessed the truth, 
and I wished to know. God showed me this 
way, how to do it, and how to let you know as 
weU." 

" The less you speak of God just now, Anne 
Mie, the better, I think. Will you attend to 
maman? she seems faint and ill." 

Madame D6roulede, silent and placid in her 
arm-chair, had watched the tragic scene before 
her, almost like a disinterested spectator. All 
her ideas and all her thoughts had been para- 
lysed, since the moment when the first sum- 
mons at the front door had warned her of the 
imminence of peril to her son. 

The final discovery of Juliette's treachery 
had left her impassive. Since her son was in 
danger, she cared little as to whence that dan- 
ger had come. 

Obedient to DeroulMe's wish, Anne Mie 
was attending to the old lady's comforts. The 
poor, crippled girl was already feeling the 
terrible reaction of her deed. 

In her childish mind she had planned this 
way, in which to bring the traitor to shame. 
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Anne Mie knew nothing, cared nothing, about 
the motives which had actuated Juliette; all 
she knew was that a terrible Judas-like deed 
had been perpetrated against the man on whom 
she herself had lavished her pathetic, hopeless 
love. 

All the pent-up jealousy which had tortured 
her for the past three weeks rose up, and 
goaded her into unmasking her rival. 

Never for a moment did she doubt Juliette's 
guilt. The god of love may be blind, tradition 
has so decreed it, but the demon of jealousy 
has a hundred eyes, more keen than those of 
the lynx. 

Anne Mie, pushed aside by Merlin's men 
when they forced their way into D6roulede's 
study, had, nevertheless, followed them to the 
door. When the curtains were drawn aside 
and the room filled with light, she had seen 
Juliette enthroned, apparently calm and 
placid, upon the sofa. 

It was instinct, the instinct bom of her own 
rejected passion, which caused her to read in 
the beautiful girl's face all that lay hidden 
behind the pale, impassive mask. That same 
second sight made her understand Merlin's 
hints and allusions. She caught every inflec- 
tion of his voice, heard everything, saw every- 
thing. 

And in the midst of her anxiety and her 
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terrors for the man she loved, there was the 
wild, primitive, intensely hmnan joy at the 
thought of bringing that enthroned idol, who 
had stolen his love, down to earth at last. 

Anne Mie was not clever; she was simple 
and childish, with no complexity of passions or 
devious ways of intellect. It was her elemental 
jealousy which suggested the cunning plan for 
the unmasking of Juliette. She would make 
the girl cringe and fear, threaten her with 
discovery, and through her very terror shame 
her before Paul Deroulede. 

And now it was all done ; it had all occurred 
as she had planned it. Paul knew that his 
love had been wasted upon a liar and a traitor, 
and Juliette stood pale, humiliated, a veritable 
wreck of shamed humanity. 

Anne Mie had triumphed, and was pro- 
foundly, abjectly wretched in her triumph. 
Great sobs seemed to tear at her very heart- 
strings. She had pulled down Paul's idol from 
her pedestal, but the one look she had cast at 
his face had shown her that she had also 
wrecked his life. 

He seemed almost old now. The earnest, 
restless gaze had gone from his eyes; he was 
staring mutely before him, twisting between 
nerveless fingers that blank scrap of paper, 
which had been the means of annihilating his 
dream. 
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All energy of attitude, all strength of bear- 
ing, which were his chief characteristics, seemed 
to have gone. There was a look of complete 
blankness, of hopelessness in his listless 
gesture. 

" How he had loved her I " sighed Anne Mie, 
as she tenderly wrapped the shawl round 
Madame DeroulMe's shoulders. 

Juhette had said nothing; it seemed as if 
her very life had gone out of her. She was a 
mere statue now, her mind numb, her heart 
dead, her very existence a mere piece of mech- 
anism. But she was looking at Deroulede. 
That one sense in her had remained alive: her 
sight. 

She looked and looked: and saw every pass- 
ing sign of mental agony on his face: the look 
of recognition of her guilt, the bewilderment 
at the appalling crash, and now that hideous 
death-like emptiness of his soul and mind. 

Never once did she detect horror or loathing. 
He had tried to save her from being further 
humiliated before his mother, but there was no 
hatred or contempt in his eyes, when he realised 
that she had been immasked by a trick. 

She looked and looked, for there was no 
hope in her, not even despair. There was noth- 
ing in her mind, nothing in her soul, but a 
great pall-like blank. 

Then gradually, as the minutes sped on, she 
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saw the strong soul within him make a s\idden 
fight against the darkness of his despaik; the 
movement of the fingers became less listless; 
the powerful, energetic figure straightened 
itself out; remembrance of other matters, other 
interests than his own, l)egan to lift the over- 
whelming burden of his grief. 

He remembered the letter-case containing 
the compromising papers. A vague wonder 
arose in him as to Juliette's motives in warding 
off, through her conceahnent of it, the inevit- 
able moment of its discovery by Merlin. 

The thought that her entire being had under- 
gone a change, and that she now wished to save 
him, never once entered his mind; if it had, 
he would have dismissed it as the outcome of 
maudlin sentunentality, the conceit of the fop, 
who believes his personality to be irresistible. 

His own self -torturing humility pointed but 
to the one conclusion: that she had fooled him 
aU along; fooled him when she sought his pro- 
tection; fooled him when she taught him to love 
her ; fooled him, above all, at the moment when, 
subjugated by the intensity of his passion, he 
had for one brief second ceased to worship in 
order to love. 

When the bitter remembrance of that mo- 
ment of sweetest folly rushed back to his ach- 
ing brain, then at last did he look up at her 
with one final, agonised look of reproach, so 
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great, so tender, and yet so final, that Anne 
Mie, who saw it, felt as if her own heart would 
break with the pity. of it all. 

But Juliette had caught the look too. The 
tension of her nerves seemed suddenly to relax. 
Memory rushed back upon her with tumult- 
uous intensity. Very gradually her knees gave 
beneath her, and at last she knelt down on the 
floor before him, her golden head bent under 
the burden of her guilt and her shame. 



CHAPTER XVI 

UNDER ABRE8T 

D^OULEDE did not attempt to go to her. 

Only presently, when the heavy footsteps of 
Merlin and his men were once more heard 
upon the landing, she quietly rose to her feet. 

She had accomplished her act of humiliation 
and repentance, there before them all. She 
looked for the last time upon those whom she 
had so deeply wronged, and in her heart spoke 
an eternal farewell to that great, and mighty, 
and holy love which she had called forth and 
then had so hopelessly crushed. 

Now she was ready for the atonement. 

Merlin had already swaggered into the 
room. The long and arduous search through- 
out the house had not improved either his tem- 
per or his personal appearance. He was more 
covered with grime than he had been before, 
and his narrow forehead had almost disap- 
peared beneath the tangled mass of his ill- 
kempt hair, which he had perpetually tugged 
forward and roughed up in his angry impa- 
tience. 

One look at his face had already told Juliette 
what she wished to know. He had searched 
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her room, and found the fragments of burnt 
paper, which she had purposely left in the 
ash-'pan. 

How he would act now was the one thing 
of importance left for Juliette to ponder oven 
That she would not escape arrest and con- 
demnation was at once made clear to her. 
Merlin's look of sneering contempt, when he 
glanced towards her, had told her that 

Deroulede himself had been conscious of a 
feeling of intense relief when the men re-en- 
tered the room. The tension had become unen- 
durable. When he saw his dethroned madonna 
kneel in humiliation at his feet, an overwhelm- 
ing pain had wrenched his very heart-strings. 

And yet he could not go to her. The pas- 
sionate human nature within him felt a certain 
proud exultation at seeing her there. 

She was not above him now, she was no 
longer akin to the angels. 

He had given no further thought to his own 
immediate danger. Vaguely he guessed that 
Merlin would find the leather case. Where 
it was he could not tell; perhaps Juliette her- 
self had handed it to the soldiers. She had 
only hidden it for a few moments, out of 
impulse perhaps, fearing lest, at the first 
instant of its discovery, Merlin might betray 
her. 

He remembered now those hints and insin- 
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uations, which had gone out from the Terrorist 
to Juliette, whilst the search was being con- 
ducted in the study. At the time he had merely 
looked upon these as a base attempt at insult, 
and had tortured himself almost beyond bear- 
ing, in the endeavor to refrain from punishing 
that evil-mouthed creature, who dared to bandy 
words with his madonna. 

But now he understood, and felt his very 
soul writhing with shame at the remembrance 
of it all. 

Oh yes; the return of Merlin and his men, 
the presence of these grimy, degraded brutes, 
was welcome now. He would have wished to 
crowd in the entire world, the universe and its 
population, between him and his fallen idoL 

Merlin's manner towards him had lost noth- 
ing of its ironical benevolence. There was 
even a touch of obsequiousness apparent in the 
ugly face, as the representative of the people 
approached the popular Citizen-Deputy. 

" Citizen-Deputy," began Merlin, " I have 
to bring you the welcome news, that we have 
found nothing in your house that in any way 
can cast suspicion upon your loyalty to the 
Republic. My orders, however, were to bring 
you before the Committee of Public Safety, 
whether I had found proofs of your guilt or 
not. I have found none." 

He was watching Deroul^de keenly, hoping 
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even at this eleventh hour to detect a look or 
a sign, which would furnish him with the 
proofs for which he was seeking. The slightest 
suggestion of relief on Deroulede's part, a sigh 
of satisfaction, would have been sufficient at 
this moment, to convince him and the Commit- 
tee of Public Safety that the Citizen-Deputy 
was guilty after all. 

But Deroulede never moved. He was suffi- 
ciently master of himself not to express either 
surprise or satisfaction. Yet he felt both — sat- 
isfaction not for his own safety, but because of 
his mother and Anne Mie, whom he would 
immediately send out of the country, out of all 
danger; and also because of her, of Juliette 
Marny, his guest, who, whatever she may have 
done against him, had still a claim on his pro- 
tection. His feeling of surprise was less keen, 
and quite transient. Merlin had not found 
the letter-case. Juliette, stricken with tardy 
remorse perhaps, had succeeded in concealing 
it. The matter had practically ceased to inter- 
est him. It was equally galling to owe his 
betrayal or his ultimate safety to her. 

He kissed his mother tenderly, bidding her 
good-bye, and pressed Anne Mie's timid little 
hand warmly between his own. He did what 
he could to reassure them, but, for their own 
sakes, he dared say nothing before Merlin, as 
to his plans for their safety. 
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After that he was ready to follow the sol- 
diers. 

As he passed close to Juliette he bowed, and 
almost inaudibly whispered: 

"Adieul" 

She heard the whisper, but did not respond. 
Her look alone gave him the response to his 
eternal farewell. 

His footsteps and those of his escort were 
heard echoing down the staircase, then the hall 
door to open and shut. Through the open 
window came the sound of hoarse cheering as 
the popular Citizen-Deputy appeared in the 
street. 

Merlin, with two men beside him, remained 
under the portico; he told off the other two to 
escort Deroulede as far as the Hall of Justice, 
where sat the members of the Committee of 
Public Safety. The Terrorist had a vague 
fear that the Citizen-Deputy would speak to 
the mob. 

An unruly crowd of women had evidently 
been awaiting his appearance. The news had 
quickly spread along the streets that Merlin, 
Merlin himself, the ardent, bloodthirsty Jaco- 
bin, had made a descent upon Paul Derou- 
l^de's house, escorted by four soldiers. Such 
an indignity, put upon the man they most 
trusted in the entire assembly of the Conven- 
tion, had greatly incensed the crowd. The 
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women jeered at the soldiers as soon as they 
appeared, and Merlin dared not actually 
forbid D6roulede to speak. 

" A la lanteme, vieux cretin! " shouted one 
of the women, thrusting her fist under Merlin's 
nose. 

" Give the word, Citizen-Deputy," rejoined 
another, " and we'll break his ugly face. Nous 
lui casserons la gueule! " 

" A la lanteme! A la lanteme! " 

One word from Deroulede now would have 
caused an open riot, and in those days self- 
defence against the mob was construed into 
enmity against the people. 

Merlin's work, too, was not yet accom- 
plished. He had had no intention of escorting 
Deroulede himself; he had still important busi- 
ness to transact inside the house which he had 
just quitted, and had merely wished to get the 
Citizen-Deputy well out of the way, before 
he went upstairs again. 

Moreover, he had expected something of a 
riot in the streets. The temper of the people 
of Paris was at fever heat just now. The 
hatred of the populace against a certain class, 
and against certain individuals, was only 
equalled by their enthusiasm in favour of 
others. 

They had worshipped Marat for his squalor 
end his vices; tfaey worshipped Danton for his 
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energy and Robespierre for his calm; they 
worshipped Deroulede for his voice, his gentle- 
ness and his pity, for his care of their children 
and the eloquence of his speech. 

It was that eloquence which Merlin feared 
now; but he Uttle knew the type of man he had 
to deal with. 

Deroul^de's influence over the most unruly, 
the most vicious populace the history of the 
world has ever known, was not obtained 
through fanning its passions. That popular- 
ity, though brilliant, is always ephemeral. The 
passions of a mob will invariably turn against 
those who have helped to rouse them. Marat 
did not live to see the waning of his star; Dan- 
ton was dragged to the guillotine by those 
whom he had taught to look upon that instru- 
ment of death as the only possible and unan- 
swerable political argument; Robespierre suc- 
cumbed to the orgies of bloodshed he himself 
had brought about. But Deroulede remained 
master of the people of Paris for as long as he 
chose to exert that mastery. When they list- 
ened to him they felt better, nobler, less hope- 
lessly degraded. 

He kept up in their poor, misguided hearts 
that last flickering sense of manhood which 
their bloodthirsty tyrants, under the guise df 
Fraternity and Equality, were doing their best 
to smother* 
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Even now, when he might have turned the 
temper of the small crowd outside his door to 
his own advantage, he preferred to say; noth- 
ing; he even pacified them with a gesture. 

He well Imew that those whom he incited 
against Merlin now would, once their blood 
was up, probably turn against him in less than 
half-an-hour. 

Merlin, who all along had meant to return to 
the house, took his opportunity now. He 
allowed D6roulede and the two men to go 
on ahead, and beat a hasty retreat back 
into the house, followed by the jeers of 
the women. 

" A la lanteme, vieux cr6tinl " they shouted 
as soon as the hall door was once more closed 
in their faces. A few of them began hammer- 
ing against the door with their fists; then they 
realised that their special favourite, Citizen- 
Deputy D^rouIMe, was marching along 
between two soldiers, as if he were a prisoner. 
The word went round that he was under arrest, 
and was being taken to the Hall of Justice — a 
prisoner. 

This was not to be. The mob of Paris had 
been taught that it was the master in the city 
and it had learned its lesson well. For the 
moment it had chosen to take Paul Deroul^de 
under its special protection, and as a guard of 
honour to him — ^the women in ragged kirtles. 
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the men with bare legs and stripped to the 
waist, the children all yelling, hooting, and 
shrieking — followed him, to see that none 
dared harm him. 



CHAPTER XVII 

ATONEMENT 

Merlin waited a while in the hall, until he 
heard the noise of the shrieking crowd gradu- 
ally die away in the distance, then with a grunt 
of satisfaction he once more mounted the 
stairs. 

All these events outside had occurred during 
a very few minutes, and Madame D^roulMe 
and Anne Mie had been too anxious as to what 
was happening in the streets, to take any notice 
of Juliette. 

They had not dared to step out on to the 
balcony to see what was going on, and, there- 
fore, did not understand what the reopening 
and shutting of the front door had meant. 

The next instant, however. Merlin's heavy, 
slouching footsteps on the stairs had caused 
Anne Mie to look round in alarm. 

" It is only the soldiers come back for me," 
said Juliette quietly. 

" For you? " 

" Yes; they are coming to take me away. 
I suppose they did not wish to do it in the 
presence of M. D6roulMe, for fear '* 

She had no time to say more. Anne Mie 
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was still looking at her in awed and mute sur- 
prise, when Merlin entered the room. 

In his hand he held a leather case, all torn, 
and split at one end, and a few tiny scraps of 
half-charred paper. He walked straight up to 
Juliette, and roughly thrust the case and 
papers into her face. 

" These are yours? " he said roughly. 

" Yes." 

" I suppose you know where they were 
found?" 

She nodded quietly in reply. 

"What were these papers which you 
burnt? " 

" Love letters." 

"YouUel" 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

"As you please," she said curtly. 

"What were these papers?" he repeated, 
with a loud obscene oath, which, however, 
had not the power to disturb the young girl's 
serenity. 

" I have told you," she said: " love letters, 
which I wished to bum." 

" Who was your lover? " he asked. 

Then as she did not reply he indicated the 
street, where cries of " DeroulMel Vive D6- 
roulMel " still echoed from afar. 

" Were the letters from him? *' 

" No." 
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" You had more than one lover, then? " 

He laughed, and a hideous leer seemed fur- 
ther to distort his ugly countenance. 

He thrust his face quite close to hers, and 
she closed her eyes, sick with the horror of this 
contact with the degraded wretch. Even Anne 
Mie had uttered a cry of sympathy at sight of 
this evil-smelling, squalid creature torturing, 
with his close proximity, the beautiful, refined 
girl before him. 

With a rough gesture he put his clawlike 
hand under her delicate chin, forcing her to 
turn round and look at him. She shuddered 
at the loathsome touch, but her quietude never 
forsook her for a moment. 

It was into the power of wretches such 
as this man, that she had wilfully delivered 
the man she loved. This brutish creature's 
familiarity put the fijiishing touch to her own 
degradation, but it gave her the courage to 
carry through her purpose to the end. 

" You had more than one lover, then? ^ said 
Merlin, with a laugh which would have pleased 
the devil himself. " And you wished to send 
one of them to the guillotine in order to make 
way for the other? Was that it?'* 

"Was that it? " he repeated, suddenly seiz- 
ing one of her wrists, and giving it a savage 
twist, so that she almost screamed with the 
pain. 
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" Yes," she replied firmly. 

" Do you know that you brought me here 
on a fool's errand? " he asked viciously; " that 
the Citizen-Deputy Deroulede cannot be sent 
to the guillotine on mere suspicion, eh? Did 
you know that, when you wrote out that 
denunciation? " 

"No; I did not know." 

"'You thought we could arrest him on mere 
suspicion? " 

" Yes." 

" You knew he was innocent? " 

" I knew it." 

" Why did you biun your love letters? " 

" I was afraid that tiiey would be found, 
and would be brought under the notice of the 
Citizen-Deputy." 

"A splendid combination, ma foil" said 
Merlin, with an oath, as he turned to the two 
other women, who sat pale and shrinking in 
a comer of the room, not understanding what 
was going on, not knowing what to think or 
what to believe. They had known nothing 
of D^roulede's plans for the escape of Marie 
Antoinette, they didn't know what the letter- 
case had contained, and yet they both vaguely 
felt that the beautiful girl, who stood up so 
calmly before the loathsome Terrorist, was 
not a wanton, as she tried to make out, but only 
misguided, mad perhaps — ^perhaps a martyr. 
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" Did you know anything of this? " queriol 
Merlin roughly from trembling Anne Mie. 

" Nothing," she replied, 

"No one knew anything of my private 
affairs or of my private correspondence," said 
Juliette coldly; " as you say, it was a splendid 
combination. I had hoped that it would suc- 
ceed. But I understand now that Citizen- 
Deputy DeroulMe is a personage of too much 
importance to be brought to trial on mere 
suspicion, and my denunciation of him was not 
based on facts. " 

"And do you know, my fine aristocrat," 
sneered Merlin viciously, " that it is not wise 
either to fool the Committee of Public Safety, 
or to denounce without cause one of the repre- 
sentatives of the people? " 

" I know," she rejoined quietly, " that you. 
Citizen Merlin, are determined that someone 
shall pay for tiiis day's blunder. You dare 
not now attack the Citizen-Deputy, and so you 
must be content with me." 

" Enough of this talk now; I have no time 
to bandy words with aristos," he said roughly. 
" Come now, follow the men quietly. Resist- 
ance would only aggravate your case.*' 

" I am quite prepared to follow you. May 
I speak two words to my friends before I 
go?'' 

"No." 
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"I may never be able to speak to them 
again/' 

"I have said No, and I mean No. Now 
then, forward. March I I have wasted too 
much time already." 

Juliette was too proud to insist any further. 
She had hoped, by one word, to soften Mad- 
ame D^roulede's and Anne Mie's heart to- 
wards her. She did not know whether they 
believed that miserable lie which she had been 
telling to Merlin; she only guessed that for the 
moment they still thought her the betrayer of 
Paul Deroulede. 

But that one word was not to be spoken. 
She would have to go forth to her certain trial, 
to her probable death, under the awful cloud, 
which she herself had brought over her own 
life. 

She turned quietly, and walked towards the 
door, where the two men stood at attention. 

Then it was that some heaven-bom instinct 
seemed suddenly to guide Anne Mie. The 
crippled girl was face to face with a psycho- 
logical problem, which in itself was far beyond 
her comprehension, but vaguely she felt that 
it was a problem. Something in Juliette's face 
had already caused her to bitterly repent her 
action towards her, and now, as this beautif ul» 
refined woman was about to pass from under 
the shelter of this roof, to the cruel publicity 
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and terrible torture of that awful revolution- 
ary tribunal, Anne Mie*s whole heart went out 
to her in boundless sympathy. 

Before Merlin or the men could prevent her, 
she had run to Juliette, taken her hand, which 
hung listless and cold, and kissed it tenderly. 

Juliette seemed to wake as if from a dream. 
She looked down at Anne Mie with a glance 
of hope, almost of joy, and whispered: 

" It was an oath — ^I swore it to my father ^ 
and my dead brother. Tell him." 

Anne Mie could only nod; she could not 
speak, for her tears were choking her. 

*' But I'll atone— with my life. Tell hun," 
whispered Juliette. 

" Now then," shouted Merlin, " out of the 
way, hunchback, unless you want to come too." 

"Forgive me," murmured Anne Mie 
through her tears. 

Then the men pushed her roughly aside. 
But at the door Juliette turned to her once 
more, and said: 

" Petronelle — ^take care of her " 

And with a firm step she followed the sol^ 
diers out of the room. 

Presently the front door was heard to open, 
then to shut with a loud bang, and the house in 
the Rue Ecole de Medecine was left in silence* 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

IN THE LUXEMBOUBG PRISON 

Juliette was alone at last — ^that is to say, 
comparatively alone, for there were too many 
aristocrats, too many criminals and traitors, in 
the prisons of Paris now, to allow of any seclu- 
sion for those who were about to be tried, 
condemned, and guillotined* 

The young girl had been marched through 
the crowded streets of Paris, followed by a 
jeering mob, who readily recognised in the 
gentle, high-bred girl the obvious prey, which 
the Committee of Public Safety was wont, 
from time to time to throw to the hungry 
hydra-headed dog of the Revolution* 

Lately the squalid spectators of the noisome 
spectacle on the Place de la Guillotine had 
had few of these very welcome sights: an aris- 
tocrat — ^a real, elegant, refined woman, with 
white hands and proud, pale face — amounting 
the steps of the same scaffold on whidi per- 
ished the vilest criminals and most degraded 
brutes. 

Madame Guillotine was, above all, catholic 
in her tastes, her gaimt arms, painted blood 
rod^ were open alike to the murderer and the 
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tibiefy the aristocrats of ancient lineage, and 
the proletariat from the gutter. 

But lately the executions had been almost 
exclusively of a political character* The 
Girondins were fighting their last upon the 
bloody arena of the Revolution. One by one 
they fell, still fighting, still preaching mod- 
eration, still foretelling disaster, and appealing 
to that people, whom they had roused from one 
slavery, in order to throw it headlong under a 
tyrannical yoke, more brutish, more absolute 
tlian before. 

There were twelve prisons in Paris then, and 
forty thousand in France, and they were all 
full. An entire army went roimd the country 
recruiting prisoners. There was no room for 
separate cells, no room for privacy, no cause or 
desire for the most elementary sense of deli- 
cacy. 

Women, men, children — ^all were herded to- 
gether, for one day, perhaps two, and a night 
or so, and then death would obliterate the petty 
annoyances, the womanly blushes caused by 
this sordid propinquity. 

Death levelled all, erased everything. 

When Marie Antoinette mounted the guillo* 
tine she had forgotten that for six weeks she 
practically lived day and night in the im- 
mediate companionship of a set of degraded 
soldiery. 
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Juliette, as she marched through the streets 
between two men of the National Guard, and 
followed by Merlin, was hooted and jeered at, 
insulted, pelted with mud. One woman tried 
to push past the soldiers, and to strike her in 
the face — ^a woman 1 not thirty 1 — ^and who 
was dragging a pale, squalid littie boy by the 
hand. 

"Crache done sur I'aristo, voyonsl" the 
woman said to this poor, miserable little scrap 
of humanity as the soldiers pushed her roughly 
aside. ** Spit on the aristocrat!" And the 
child tortured its own small, parched mouth 
so that, in obedience to its mother, it might 
defile and bespatter a beautiful, innocent gu*l. 

The soldiers laughed and improved the occa- 
sion with another insulting jest. Even Merlin 
forgot his vexation, delighted at the incident. 

But Juliette had seen nothing of it all. 

She was walking as in a dream. The mob 
did not exist for her; she heard neither insult 
nor vituperation. She did not see the evil, 
dirty faces pushed now and then quite dose 
to her; she did not feel the rough hands of 
the soldiers jostling her through the crowd: 
she had gone back to her own world of 
romance, where she dwelt alone now with the 
man she loved. Instead of the squalid houses 
of Paris, with their eternal device of Frater- 
nity and Equality, there were beautiful trees 
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and shrubs of laurel and of roses around her, 
making the air fragrant with their soft, intoxi- 
cating perfumes ; sweet voices from the land of 
dreams filled the atmosphere with their tender 
murmur, whilst overhead a cloudless sky illu- 
mined this earthly paradise. 

She was happy — ^supremely, completely 
happy. She had saved him from the conse- 
quences of her own iniquitous crime, and 
she was about to give her life for him, 
so that his safety might be more completely 
assured. 

Her love for him he would never know ; now 
he knew only her crime, but presently, when 
she would be convicted and condemned, con- 
fronted with a few scraps of burned paper and 
a torn letter-case, then he would know that she 
had stood her trial, self -accused, and meant to 
die for him. 

Therefore the past few moments were now 
wholly hers. She had the right to dwell on 
those few happy seconds when she listened to 
the avowal of his love. It was ethereal, and 
perhaps not altogether human, but it was hers. 
She huEul been his divinity, his madonna; he 
had loved in her that, which was her truer, her 
better self. 

What was base in her was not truly her. 
That awful oath, sworn so solemnly, had been 
her relentless; tyrant; and her religion — a reU- 
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gion of superstition and of false ideals — ^had 
blinded her, and dragged her into crime. 

She had arrogated to herself that which was 
God's alone — '''' Vengeance I " which is not for 
man. 

That through it all she should have known 
love, and learned its tender secrets, was more 
than she deserved. That she should have felt 
his burning kisses on her hand was heavenly 
compensation for all she would have to suffer. 

And so she allowed them to drag her through 
the sansculotte mob of Paris, who would have 
torn her to pieces then and there, so as not to 
delay the pleasure of seeing her die. 

iThey took her to the Luxembourg, once the 
palace of the Medici, the home of proud 
" Monsieur " in the days of the Great Mon- 
arch, now a loathsome, overfilled prison. 

It was then six o'clock in the afternoon, 
drawing towards the close of this memorable 
day. She was handed over to the governor of 
the prison, a short, thick-set man in black 
trousers and black-shag woollen shirt, and 
wearing a dirty red cap, with tricolour rosette 
on the side of his unkempt head. 

He eyed her up and down as she passed 
under the narrow doorway, then murmured 
one swift query to Merlin: 

"Dangerous?" 

" Yes," replied Merlin laconically. 

14 
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"You understand," added the governor; 
" we are so crowded. We ought to know if 
individual attention is required." 

" Certainly," said Merlin, " you will be per- 
sonally responsible for this prisoner to the 
Committee of Public Safety." 

" Any visitors allowed? " 

" Certainly not, without the special permis- 
sion of the Minister of Justice." 

Juliette heard this brief exchange of words 
over her future fate. 

No visitor would be allowed to see her. 
Well, perhaps that would be best. She would 
have been afraid to meet Deroulede again, 
afraid to read in his eyes that story of his dead 
love, which alone might have destroyed her 
present happiness. 

And she wished to see no one. She had a 
memory to dwell on — ^a short, heavenly mem- 
ory. It consisted of a few words, a kiss — ^the 
last one — on her hand, and that passionate 
murmur which had escaped from his lips when 
he knelt at her feet: 

"Juliette!" 



CHAPTER XIX 

COMPLEXITIES 

Citizen-Deputy Di:aouiia)E had been pri- 
vately interviewed by the Committee of Public 
Safety, and temporarily allowed to go free. 

The brief proceedings had been quite pri- 
vate, the people of Paris were not to know as 
yet that their favourite was under a cloud. 
When he had answered all the questions put to 
him, and Merlin — ^just returned from his 
errand at the Luxembourg Prison — ^had given 
his version of the domiciliary visitation in the 
Citizen-Deputy's house, the latter was briefly 
told that for the moment the Republic had no 
grievance against him. 

But he knew quite well what that meant. He 
would be henceforth under suspicion, watched 
incessantly, as a mouse is by the cat, and 
pounced upon, the moment time would be con- 
sidered propitious for his flnal downfall. 

The inevitable waning of his popularity 
would be noted by keen, jealous eyes; and 
D^roul^de, with his sure knowledge of man- 
kind and of character, knew well enough that 
his popularity was bound to wane sooner or 
later, as all such ephemeral things do. 

m 
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In the meanwhile, during the short respite 
which his enemies would leave him, his one 
thought and duty would be to get his mother 
and Anne Mie safely out of the country. 

And also 

He thought of her^ and wondered what had 
happened. As he walked swiftly across the 
narrow footbridge, and reached the other side 
of the river, the events of the past few hours 
rushed upon his memory with terrible, over- 
whelming force. 

A bitter ache filled his heart at the remem- 
brance of her treachery. The baseness of it 
all was so appalling. He tried to think if he 
had ever wronged her ; wondered if perhaps she 
loved someone else, and wished him out of her 
way. 

But, then, he had been so humble, so unas- 
suming in his love. He had arrogated nothing 
unto himself, asked for nothing, demanded 
nothing in virtue of his protecting powers over 
her. 

He was torturing himself with this awful 
wonderment of why she had treated him 
thus. 

Out of revenge for her brother's death — ^that 
was the only explanation he could find, the 
only palliation for her crime. 

He knew nothing of her oath to her father, 
and, of course, had never heard of the sad his- 
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tory of this young, sensitive girl placed in one 
terrible moment between her dead brother and 
her demented father. He only thought of 
conmion, sordid revenge for a sin he had been 
practically forced to commit. 

And how he had loved her I 

Yes, loved — for that was in the past now. 
She had ceased to be a saint or a madonna; 
she had fallen from her pedestal so low that he 
could not find the way to descend and grope 
after the fragments of his ideal. 

At his own door he was met by Anne Mie in 
tears. 

" She has gone," murmured the yoimg girl. 
" I feel as if I had murdered her." 

" Gone? Who? Where? " queried Derou- 
lede rapidly, an icy feeling of terror gripping 
him by the heart-strings. 

"Juliette has gone," replied Anne Mie; 
" those awful brutes took her away." 

"When?" 

" Directly after you left. That man Merlin 
found some ashes and scraps of paper in her 
room " 

"Ashes?" 

" Yes; and a torn letter-case." 

"Great Godl" 

" She said that they were love letters, which 
she had been burning for fear you should see 
them." 



214 I WILL REPAY 

'' She said so? Anne Mie, Anne Mie, are 
you quite sure? " 

It was all so horrible, and he did not quite 
understand it all; his brain, which was usually 
so keen and so active, refused him service at 
this terrible juncture. 

"Yes; I am quite sure," continued Anne 
Mie, in the midst of her tears. " And oh I that 
awful Merlin said some dastardly things. But 
she persisted in her story, that she had — ^an- 
other lover. Oh, Paul, I am sure it is not true. 
I hated her because — ^because — ^you loved her 
so, and I mistrusted her, but I cannot believe 
that she was quite as base as that." 

" No, no, child," he said in a toneless, miser- 
able voice; " she was not so base as that. Tell 
me more of what she said." 

" She said very little else. But Merlin asked 
her whether she had denounced you so as to 
get you out of the way. He hinted that — 
that " 

" That I was her lover too? " 

" Yes," murmured Anne Mie. 

She hardly liked to look at him; the strong 
face had become hard and set in its misery. 

" And she allowed them to say all this? " he 
asked at last. 

" Yes. And she followed them without a 
murmur, as Merlin said she would have to 
answer before the Committee of Public Safety 
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for having fooled the representatives of the 
people." 

" She'll answer for it with her life," mur- 
mured Deroulede. "And with mine I" he 
added half -audibly. 

Anne Mie did not hear him; her pathetic 
little soul was filled with a great, an over- 
whehning pity for Juliette and for Paul. 

"Before they took her away," she said, 
placing her thin, delicate-looking hands on his 
arm, " I ran to her, and bade her farewell. 
The soldiers pushed me roughly aside; but I 
contrived to kiss her — and then she whispered 
a few words to me." 

"Yes? What were they? *' 

" * It was an oath,' she said. * I swore it to 
my father and to my dead brother. Tell him,' " 
repeated Anne Mie slowly. 

An oath I 

Now he understood, and oh! how he pitied 
her. How terribly she must have suffered in 
her poor, harassed soul, when her noble, 
upright nature fought against this hideous 
treachery. 

That she was true and brave in herself, of 
that Deroulfede had no doubt. And now this 
awful sin upon her conscience, which must be 
causing her endless misery. 

And, alas I the atonement would never free 
her from the load of self-condemnation. 
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She had dected to pay with her life for her 
treason against him and his family. She would 
be arraigned before a tribmial which would 
inevitably condemn her. Oh I the pity of it all I 

One moment's passionate emotion, a lifelong 
superstition and mistaken sense of duty, and 
now this endless misery, this terrible atonement 
of a wrong that could never be undone. 

And she had never loved him I 

That was the true, the only sting which he 
knew now; it rankled more than her sin, more 
than her falsehood, more than the shattering of 
his ideal. 

With a passionate desire for his safety, she 
had sacrificed herself in order to atone for the 
material evil which she had done. 

But there was the wreck of his hopes and of 
his dreams I 

Never until now, when he had irretrievably 
lost her, did Deroulede realise how great had 
been his hopes; how he had watched day after 
day for a look in her eyes, a word from her lips, 
to show him that she too — ^his unattainable 
saint — ^would one day come to earth, and 
respond to his love. 

And now and then, when her beautiful face 
lighted up at sight of him, when she smiled a 
greeting to him on his return from his work, 
when she looked with pride and admiration on 
him from the public bench in the assemblies of 
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the Convention — ^then he had begun to hope, 
to think, to dream. 

And it was all a shami A mask to hide the 
terrible conflict that was raging within her soul, 
nothing more. 

She did not love him, of that he felt con- 
vinced. Manlike, he did not understand to the 
full that great and wonderful enigma, which 
rhas puzzled the world since primeval times: a 
i woman's heart. 

The eternal contradictions which go to make 
up the complex nature of an emotional woman 
were quite incomprehensible to him. Juliette 
had betrayed him to serve her own sense of 
what was just and right, her revenge and her 
oath. Therefore she did not love him. 

It was logic, sound common-sense, and, aided 
by his own diffidence where women were con- 
cerned, it seemed to him irrefutable. 

To a man like Paul D6roulede, a man of 
thought, of purpose, and of action, the idea 
of being false to the thing loved, of hate 
and love being interchangeable, was absolutely 
foreign and unbelievable. He had never hated 
the thing he loved or loved the thing he hated. 
A man's feelings in these respects are so much 
less complex, so much less contradictory. 

Would a man betray his friend? No — 
never. He might betray his enemy, the crea- 
ture he abhorred, whose downfall would cause 
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him joy. But his friend? The very idea was 
repugnant, impossible to an upright nature. 

Juliette's ultimate access of generosity in 
trying to save him, when she was at last 
brought face to face with the terrible wrong 
she had committed, that he put down to one 
of those noble impulses of which he knew her 
soul to be fully capable, and even then his own 
diffidence suggested that she did it more 
for the sake of his mother or for Anne Mie 
rather than for him. 

Therefore what mattered life to him now? 
She was lost to him for ever, whether he suc- 
ceeded in snatching her from the guillotine or 
not. He had but little hope to save her, but 
he would not owe his life to her. 

Anne Mie, seeing him wrapped in his own 
thoughts, had quietly withdrawn. Her own 
good sense told her already that Paul Derou- 
Ifede's first step would be to try to get his 
mother out of danger, and out of the country, 
while there was yet time. 

So, without waiting for instructions, she 
began that same evening to pack up her 
belongings and those of Madame DeroulMe. 

There was no longer any hatred in her heart 
against Juliette. Where Paul DeroulMe had 
failed to understand, there Anne Mie had 
already made a guess. She firmly believed 
that nothing now could save Juliette from 
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deaths and a great feeling of tenderness had 
crept into her heart, for the woman whom she 
had looked upon as an enemy and a rival. 

She too had learnt in those brief days the 
great lesson that revenge belongs to God alone. 



I 



CHAPTER XX 

THE CHEYAL BOBONE 

It was dose upon midnight. 

The place had become suffocatingly hot, 
the fumes of rank tobacco, of rancid but- 
ter, and of raw spirits hung like a vapour in 
mid-air. 

The principal room in the "Auberge du 
Cheval Borgne " had been used for the past 
five years now, as the chief meeting-place of 
the ultra-sansculotte party of the Republic. / 

The house itself was squalid and dirty, up 
one of those mean streets which, by their nar- 
row way and shelving buildmgs, shut out sun, 
air, and light from their miserable inhabitants. 

The Cheval Borgne itself was one of the 
most wretched-looking dwellings in this street 
of evil repute. The plaster was cracked, the 
walls themselves seemed bulging outward, pre- 
paratory to a final collapse. The rooms were 
low, and supported by beams black with age 
and dirt. 

At one time it had been celebrated for its 
vast cellarage, which had contained some rare 
old wines. And in the days of the Grand Mon- 
arch yqpng bucks were wont to quit the gay 
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salons of the ladies, in order to repair to the 
Cheval Borgne for a night's carouse. 

In those days the vast cellarage was witness 
of many a dark encounter, of many a mysteri- 
ous death; could the slimy walls have told 
their own tale, it would have been one which 
would have put to shame the wildest chronicles 
of M. Vidocq. 

Now it was no longer so. 

Things were done in broad daylight on the 
Place de la Revolution: there was no need for 
dark, mysterious cellars, in which to accomplish 
deeds of murder and of revenge. 

Rats and vermin of all sorts worked their 
way now in the underground portion of the 
building. They ate up each other, and held 
their orgies in the cellars, whilst men did the 
same sort of thing in the rooms above. 

It was a club of Equality and Fraternity. 
Any passer-by was at liberty to enter and take 
part in the debates, his only qualification for 
this temporary membership being an inordi- 
nate love for Madame la Guillotine. 

It was from the squalid rooms of the Cheval 
Borgne that most of the denunciations had 
gone forth which led but to the one inevitable 
ending: death. 

They sat in conclave here, some twoscore 
or so at first, the rabid patriots of this poor, 
downtrodden France. They talked of Liberty 
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mostly, with many oaths and curses against the 
tyrants, and then started a tyranny, an auto- 
cracy, ten thousand times more awful than any [ 
wielded by the dissolute Bourbons. 

And this was the temple of Liberty, this 
dark, damp, evil-smelling brothel, with its nar- 
row, cracked window-panes, which let in but 
an infinitesimal fraction of air, and that of the 
foulest, most unwholesome kind. 

The floor was of planks roughly put 
together; now they were worm-eaten, bare, 
save for a thick carpet of greasy dust, which 
deadened the sound of booted feet. The place 
only boasted of a couple of chairs, both of 
which had to be propped against the wall lest 
they should break, and bring the sitter down 
upon the floor; otherwise a number of empty 
wine barrels did duty for seats, and rough deal 
boards on broken trestles for tables. 

There had once been a paper on the walls, 
now it hung down in strips, showing the 
cracked plaster beneath. The whole place had 
a tone of yellowish-grey grime all over it, save 
where, in the centre of the room, on a rough 
double post, shaped like the guillotine, a scarlet 
cap of Liberty gave a note of lurid colour to 
the dismal surroundings. 

On the walls here and tiiere the eternal device, 
so sublime in conception, so sordid in execu- 
tion, recalled the aims of the so-called dub: 



THE CHEVAL BORGNE 228 

"Liberii, Fraternity, Egalit^, sinon la 
Mort'* 

Below the device, in one or two comers of 
the room, the wall was further adorned with 
rough charcoal sketches, mostly of an obscene 
character, the work of one of the members of 
the club, who had chosen this means of degrad- 
ing his art. 

To-night the assembly had been reduced to 
less than a score. 

Even according to the dictates of these 
apostles of Fraternity: " la guillotine va tou- 
jours" — ^the guillotine goes on always. She 
had become the most potent factor in the 
machinery of the government, of this great 
Revolution, and she had been daily, almost 
hourly fed through tiie activities of tbis name- 
less club, which held its weird and awesome 
sittings in the squalid coffee-room of the 
Cheval Borgne. 

The number of the active members had been 
reduced. Like the rats in the cellars below, 
they had done away with one another, swal- 
lowed one another up, torn each other to pieces 
in this wild rage for a Utopian fraternity. 

Marat, founder of the organisation, had 
been murdered by a girl's hand; but Chardon, 
Manuel, Osselin had gone the usual way, 
denounced by their colleagues, Rabaut, Cus- 
tine, Bison, who in their turn were sent to the 
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guillotine by those more powerful^ perhaps 
more eloquent, than themselves. 

It was merely a case of who could shout 
the loudest at an assembly of the National 
Convention. 

" La guillotine va tou jours! " 

After the death of Marat, Merlin became 
the most prominent member of the club — ^he 
and Foucquier-Tinville, his bosom friend, 
Public Prosecutor, and the most bloodthirsty 
homicide of this homicidal age. 

Bosom friends both, yet they worked against 
one another, undermining each other's popu- 
larity, whispering persistently, one against the 
other: " He is a traitor 1 " It has become just 
a neck-to-neck race between them towards the 
inevitable goal — ^the guillotine. 

Foucquier-Tinville is in the ascendant for 
the moment. Merlin had been given a task 
which he had failed to accomplish. For days 
now, weeks even, the debates of this noble 
assembly had been chiefly concerned with the 
downfall of Citizen-Deputy Deroulede. His 
popularity, his calm security in the midst of 
this reign of terror and anarchy, had been a 
terrible thorn in the flesh of these rabid 
Jacobins. 

And now the climax had been reached. An 
anonymous denunciation had roused the hopes 
of i^ese sanguinary patriots. It all sounded 
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perfectly plausible. To try and save that 
traitor, Marie Antoinette, the widow of Louis 
Capet, was just the sort of scheme that would 
originate in the brain of Paul D6roulede. 

He had always been at heart an aristocrat, 
and the feeling of chivalry for a persecuted 
woman was only the outward sign of his secret 
adherence to the hated class. 

Merlin had been sent to search the Deputy's 
house for proofs of the latter's guilt. 

And Merlin had come back empty-handed. 

The arrest of a female aristo — ^the probable 
mistress of D6roulMe, who obviously had 
denounced him — ^was but small compensation 
for the failure of the more important capture. 

As soon as Merlin joined his friends in the 
low, ill-lit, evil-smelling room he realised at 
once that there was a feeling of hostility 
against him. 

TinviUe, enthroned on one of the few chairs 
of which the Cheval Borgne could boast, was 
siUTounded by a group of surly adherents. 

On the rough trestles a number of glasses, 
half filled with raw potato-spirit, gave the key- 
note to the temper of the assembly. 

All those present were dressed in the black- 
shag spencer, the seedy black breeches, and 
down-at-heel boots, which had become recog- 
nised as the distinctive uniform of the sans- 
culotte party. The inevitable Phrygian cap, 
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with its tricolour cockade, appeared on the 
heads of all those present, in various stages of 
dirt and decay. 

Tinville had chosen to assume a sarcastic 
tone with regard to his whilom bosom friend. 
Merlin. Leaning both elbows on the table, he 
was picking his teeth with a steel fork, and in 
the intervals of this interesting operation, gave 
forth his views on the broad principles of 
patriotism. 

Those who sat round him felt that his star 
was in the ascendant, and assumed the position 
of satellites. Merlin as he entered had grunted 
a sullen " (Jood-eve," and sat himself down in 
a remote corner of the room. 

His greetings had been responded to with a 
few jeers and a good many dark, threatening 
looks. Tinville himself had bowed to him with 
mock sarcasm and an unpleasant leer. 

One of the patriots, a huge fellow, almost a 
giant, with heavy, coarse fists and broad shoul- 
ders, that obviously suggested coal-heaving, 
had, after a few satirical observations, dragged 
one of the empty wine barrels to Merlin's 
table, and sat down opposite him. 

" Take care, Citizen Lenoir," said Tinville, 
with an evil laugh, " Citizen-Deputy Merlin 
will arrest you instead of Deputy Deroulede, 
whom he has allowed to slip through his 
fingers." 
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"Nay; IVe no fear," replied Lenoir, with 
an oath. '' Citizen Merlin is too much of an 
aristo to hurt anyone; his hands are too clean; 
he does not care to do the dirty work of the 
Republic. Isn't that so. Monsieur Merlin?" 
added the giant, with a mock bow, and empha- 
sising the appellation which had fallen into 
complete disuse in these days of equality. 

" My patriotism is too well known," said 
Merlin roughly, "to fear any attacks from 
jealous enemies; and as for my search in the 
Citizen-Deputy's house this afternoon, I was 
told to find proofs against him, and I found 
none." 

Lenoir expectorated on the floor, crossed 
his dark, hairy arms over the table, and said 
quietly: 

" Real patriotism, as the true Jacobin under- 
\ stands it, makes the proofs it wants, and leaves 
I nothing to chance." 

A chorus of hoarse murmurs of " Vive la 
Libert^! " greeted this harangue of the burly 
coal-heaver. 

Feeling that he had gained the ear and 
approval of the gallery, Lenoir seemed, as it 
were, to spread himself out, to arrogate to him- 
self the leadership of this band of malcontents, 
who, disappointed in their lust for Derou- 
Ihde's downfall, were ready to exult over that 
of Merlin. 
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"You were a fool, Citizen Merlin,*' said 
Lenoir with slow significance, " not to see that 
the woman was playing her own game." 

Merlin had become livid under the grime on 
his face. With this ill-kempt, sansculotte 
giant in front of him, he almost felt as if he 
were already arraigned before that awful mer- 
ciless tribunal, to which he had dragged so 
many innocent victims. 

Already he felt, as he sat ensconced behind 
a table in the far corner of the room, that he 
was a prisoner at the bar, answering for his 
failure with his life. 

His own laws, his own theories now stood 
in bloody array against him. Was it not he 
who had framed the indictments against Gen- 
eral Custine for having failed to subdue the 
cities of the south? against General Wester- 
man and Brunet and Beauhamais for having 
failed and failed and failed? 

And now it was his turn. 

These bloodthirsty jackals had been cheated 
of their prey; they would tear him to pieces in 
compensation for their loss. 

" How could I tell? " he murmured roughly, 
" the woman had denounced him." 

A chorus of angry derision greeted this 
feeble attempt at defence. 

" By your own law, Citizen-Deputy Mer- 
lin," commented Tinville sarcastically, " it is a 
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crime against the Republic to be suspected of 
treason. It is evident, however, that it is quite 
one thing to frame a law and quite another 
to obey it." 

" What could I have done? " 

" Hark at the innocent 1 " rejoined Lenoir, 
with a sneer. "What could he have done? 
Patriots, friends, brothers, I ask you, what 
could he have done? " 

The giant had pushed the wine cask aside, 
it rolled away from under him, and in the ful- 
ness of his contempt for Merlin and his impo- 
tence, he stood up before them all, strong in his 
indictment against treasonable incapacity. 

" I ask you," he repeated, with a loud oath, 
" what any patriot would do, what you or I 
would have done, in the house of a man whom 
we all know is a traitor to the Republic? 
Brothers, friends, Citizen-Deputy Merlin 
found a heap of burnt paper in a grate, 
he found a letter-case which had obviously con- 
tained important documents, and he asks us 
what he could do I " 

" Deroul^de is too important a man to be 
tried without proofs. The whole mob of Paris 
would have turned on us for having arraigned 
him, for having dared lay hands upon his 
sacred person." 

" Without proofs? Who said there were no 
proofs? " queried Lenoir. 
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" I found the burnt papers and torn letter- 
case in the woman's room. She owned that 
they were love letters, and that she had 
denounced D^roulede in order to be rid of 
him." 

" Then let me tell you, Citizen-Deputy Mer- 
lin, that a true patriot would have found those 
papers in Deroulede's, and not the woman's 
room; that in the hands of a faithful servant 
of the Republic those documents would not all 
have been destroyed, for he would have 
* found ' one letter addressed to the Widow 
Capet, which would have proved conclusively 
that Citizen-Deputy Deroulede was a traitor. 
That is what a true patriot would have done — 
what I would have done. Pardil since Derou- 
lede is so important a personage, since we must 
all put on kid gloves when we lay hands upon 
him, then let us fight him with other weapons. 
Are we aristocrats that we should hesitate to 
play the part of jackal to this cunning fox? 
Citizen-Deputy Merlin, are you the son of 
some ci-devant duke. or prince that you dare^ 
not forge a document which would bring a 
traitor to his doom? Nay; let me tell you, 
friends, that the Republic has no use for curs, 
and calls him a traitor who allows one of her 
enemies to remain inviolate through his cow- 
ardice, his terror of that intangible and fleeting 
shadow — ^the wrath of a Paris mob." 
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Thunderous applause greeted this perora- 
tion, which had been delivered with an accom- 
paniment of violent gesture and a wealth of 
obscene epithets, quite beyond the power of the 
mere chronicler to render. Lenoir had a harslii, 
strident voice, very high pitched, and he spoke 
with the broad, provincial accent, somewhat 
difficult to locate, but quite unlike the hoarse, 
guttural tones of the low-class Parisian. His 
enthusiasm made him seem impressive. He 
looked, in his ragged, dust-stained clothes, the 
very personification of the squalid herd which 
I had driven culture, art, refinement to the scaf- 
\ fold, in order to make way for sordid vice, and 
I satisfied lusts of hate. 



CHAPTER XXI 

A JACOBIN ORATOR 

TiNVELLE alone had remained silent during 
Lenoir's impassioned speech. It seemed to be 
his turn now to become surly. He sat picking 
his teeth, and staring moodily at the enthusi- 
astic orator, who had so obviously diverted 
popular feeling in his own direction. And 
Tinville brooked popularity only for himself. 

" It is easy to talk now, Citizen — er — 
Lenoir. Is that your name? Well, you are a 
comparative stranger here. Citizen Lenoir, and 
have not yet proved to the Republic that you 
can do aught else but talk." 

" If somebody did not talk. Citizen Tinville 
— is that your name? " rejoined Lenoir, with a 
sneer — ^'^if somebody didn't talk, nothing 
would get done. You all sit here, and con- 
demn the Citizen-Deputy Merlin for being 
a fool, and I must say I am with you there, 
but •'' 

" Pardi 1 tell us your * but,' citizen," said Tin- 
ville, for the coal-heaver had paused, as if try- 
ing to collect his thoughts. He had dragged a 
wine barrel close to the trestle table, and now 
sat astride upon it, fadng Tinville and the 
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group of Jacobins. The flickering tallow can- 
dle behind him threw into bold silhouette his 
square, massive head, crowned with its Phry- 
gian cap, and the great breadth of his shoul- 
ders, with the shabby knitted spencer and low, 
turned-down collar. 

He had long thin hands, which were covered 
with successive coats of coal dust, and with 
these he constantly made weird gestures, as if 
in the act of gripping some live thing by the 
throat. 

" We all know that the Deputy Deroulfede 
is a traitor, eh? " he said, addressing the com- 
pany in general. 

" We do," came with uniform assent from 
all those present. 

" Then let us put it to the vote. The Ayes 
mean death, the Noes freedom." 

" Ay, ay I " came from every hoarse, parched 
throat; and twelve gaunt hands were lifted up 
demanding death for Citizen-Deputy Derou- 
Ihde. 

" The Ayes have it," said Lenoir quietly. 
" Now all we need do is to decide how best to 
carry out our purpose." 

Merlin, very agreeably surprised to see pub- 
lic attention thus diverted from his own mis- 
deeds, had gradually lost his surly attitude. 
He too dragged one of the wine barrels, which 
did duty for chairs, close to the trestle table, 
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and thus the members of the nameless Jacobin 
club made a compact group, picturesque in its 
weird squalor, its uncompromising, flaunting 
ugliness. 

" I suppose," said Tinville, who was loth to 
give up his position as leader of these extrem- 
ists — " I suppose. Citizen Lenoir, that you 
are in a position to furnish me with proofs of 
the Citizen-Deputy's guilt? '* 

" If I furnish you with such proofs. Citizen 
Tinville," retorted the other, "will you, as 
Public Prosecutor, carry the indictment 
through? " 

" It is my duty to publicly accuse those who 
are traitors to the Republic." 

" And you. Citizen Merlin," queried Lenoir, 
" will you help the Republic to the best of your 
ability to be rid of a traitor? " 

" My services to the cause of our great Rev- 
olution are too well known " began Merlin. 

But Lenoir interrupted him with eager 
impatience. 

"Pardil but we'll have no rhetoric now. 
Citizen Merlin. We all know that you have 
blundered, and that the Republic cares little 
for those of her sons who have failed, but 
whilst you are still Minister of Justice the 
people of France have need of you — for bring- 
ing other traitors to the guillotine." 

He spoke this last phrase slowly and signifi- 
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cantly, lingering on the word " other," as if he 
wished its whole awesome meaning to pene- 
trate well into Merlin's brain. 

"What is your advice then, Citizen Le- 
noir? " 

Apparently, by unanimous consent, the coal- 
heaver, from some obscure province of France, 
had been tacitly acknowledged the leader of 
the band. Merlin, still in terror for himself, 
looked to him for advice; even Tinville was 
ready to be guided by him. All were at one in 
their desire to rid themselves of D6roulede, 
who by his clean living, his aloofness from their 
own squalid orgies and deadly hates, seemed a 
living reproach to them all; and they all felt 
that in Lenoir there must exist some secret dis- 
like of the popular Citizen-Deputy, which 
would give him a clear insight of how best to 
bring about his downfall. 

" What is your advice? " had been Merlin's 
query, and everyone there listened eagerly for 
what was to come. 

"We are all agreed," commenced Lenoir 
quietly, " that just at this moment it would be 
unwise to arraign the Citizen-Deputy without 
material proof. The mob of Paris worship 
him, and would turn against those who had 
tried to dethrone their idol. Now, Citizen 
Merlin failed to furnish us with proofs of 
D6roulMe's guilt. For the moment he is a 
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free man, and I imagine a wise one; within two 
days he will have quitted this comitry, well 
knowing that, if he stayed long enough to see 
his popularity wane, he would also outstay his 
welcome on earth altogether." 

" Ayl Ay I " said some of the men approv- 
ingly, whilst others laughed hoarsely at the 
weird jest. 

" I propose, therefore," continued Lenoir 
after a slight pause, " that it shall he Citizen- 
Deputy Deroulede himself who shall furnish to 
the people of France proofs of his own treason 
against the Repuhlic." 

"But how? But how?" rapid, loud and 
excited queries greeted this extraordinary 
suggestion from the provincial giant. 

"By the simplest means imaginable," 
retorted Lenoir with imperturbable calm. 
" Isn't there a good proverb which our grand- 
mothers used to quote, that if you only give a 
man a sufficient length of rope, he is sure to 
hang himself? We'll give our aristocratic 
Citizen-Deputy plenty of rope, I'll warrant, if 
only our present Minister of Justice," he 
added, indicating Merlin, " will help us in the 
little comedy which I propose that we should 
play." 

"Yes I Yes I Groonl" said Merlin excitedly. 

" The woman who denounced Deroulede — 
that is our trump card," continued Lenoir, now 
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waxing enthusiastic with his own scheme and 
his own eloquence. " She denounced him, 
ergo, he had been her lover, whom she wished 
to be rid of — ^why? Not, as Citizen Mer- 
lin supposed, because he had discarded her. 
No, no; she had another lover — she has ad- 
mitted that. She wished to be rid of De- 
roulede to make way for the other, because 
he was too persistent, ergo, because he loved 
her." 

" Well, and what does that prove? " queried 
Tinville with dry sarcasm. 

" It proves that Deroul^de, being in love 
with the woman, would do much to save her 
from the guillotine." 

" Of course." 

" Pardil let him try, say I," rejoined Lenoir 
placidly. " Give him the rope with which to 
hang himself." 

" What does he mean? " asked one or two 
of the men, whose dull brains had not quite as 
yet grasped the full meaning of this mon- 
strous scheme. 

" You don't understand what I mean, citi- 
zens; you think I am mad, or drunk, or a 
traitor like DeroulMe? Eh, bieni give me 
your attention five minutes longer, and you 
shall see. Let me suppose that we have readied 
the moment when the woman — ^what is her 
name? OhI ah! yesi Juliette Mamj;— 
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stands in the Hall of Justice on her trial before 
the Committee of Public Safety. Citizen 
Foucquier-Tinville, one of our greatest pa- 
triots, reads the indictment against her: the 
papers surreptitiously burnt, the torn, mys- 
terious letter-case found in her room. If 
these are presumed, in the indictment, to be 
treasonable correspondence with the enemies 
of the Republic, condemnation follows at once, 
then the guillotine. There is no defence, no 
respite. The Minister of Justice, according 
to Article IX. of the Law framed by himself, 
allows no advocate to those directly accused 
of treason. But,'* continued the giant, with 
slow and calm impressiveness, " in the case of 
ordinary, civil indictments, offences against 
public morality or matters pertaining to the 
penal code, the Minister of Justice allows the 
accused to be publicly defended. Place Juli- 
ette Mamy in the dock on a treasonable charge, 
she will be hustled out of the court in a few 
minutes, amongst a batch of other traitors, 
dragged back to her own prison, and executed 
in the early dawn, before Deroulede has had 
time to frame a plan for her safety or defence. 
If, then, he tries to move heaven and earth to 
rescue the woman he loves, the mob of Paris 
may — ^who knows? — ^take his part warmly. 
They are mad where Deroulede is concerned; 
and we all know that two devoted lovers have 
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ere now found favour with the people of 
France — a curious remnant of sentimentalism, 
I suppose — ^and the popular Citizen-Deputy 
knows better than anyone else on earth, how to 
play upon the sentimental feelings of the 
populace. 

" Now, in the case of a penal offence, 
mark where the difference would bel The 
woman Juliette Mamy, arraigned for wanton- 
ness, for an offence against public morals; the 
burnt correspondence, admitted to be the let- 
ters of a lover — ^her hatred for Deroulfede sug- 
gesting the false denunciation. Then the Min- 
ister of Justice allows an advocate to defend 
her. She has none in court; but think you 
Deroulfede would not step forward, and bring 
all the fervour of his eloquence to bear in 
favour of his mistress? Can you hear his 
impassioned speech on her behalf? — I can — ^the 
rope, I tell you, citizens, with which he'll hang 
himself. Will he admit in open court that the 
burnt correspondence were another lover's let- 
ters? No I — a thousand times nol — ^and, in the 
face of his emphatic denial of the existence of 
another lover for Juliette, it will be for our 
clever Public Prosecutor to bring him down to 
an admission, that the correspondence was his, 
that it was treasonable, that she burnt them to 
save him." 

He paused, exhausted at last, mopping his 
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forehead, then drinking large gulps of brandy 
to ease his parched throat. 

A veritable chorus of enthusiasm greeted the 
end of his long peroration. 7he Machiavelian 
scheme, almost devilish in its cunning, in its 
subtle knowledge of human nature and of the 
heart-strings of a noble organisation like De- 
roulede's, commended itself to these patriots, 
who were thirsting for the downfall of a supe- 
rior enemy. 

Even TinviUe lost his attitude of dry sar- 
casm; his thin cheeks were glowing with the 
lust of the fight 

Already for the past few months, the trials 
before the Committee of Public Safety had 
been dull, monotonous, uninteresting. Char- 
lotte Corday had been a happy diversion, but 
otherwise it had been the case of various depu- 
ties, who had held views that had become too 
moderate, or of the generals who had failed to 
subdue the towns or provinces of the south. 

But now this trial on the morrow — ^the excite- 
ment of it all, the trap laid for Deroulede, the 
pleasure of seeing him take the first step 
towards his own downfall. Everyone there 
was eager and enthusiastic for the fray. 
Lenoir, having spoken at such length, had now 
become silent, but everyone else talked, and 
drank brandy, and hugged his own hate and 
likely triumph. 
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For several hours, far into the night, the 
sitting was continued. Each one of the score 
of members had some comment to make on 
Lenoir's speech, some suggestion to offer. 

Lenoir himself was the first to break up this 
weird gathering of human jackals, already 
exulting over their prey. He bade his com- 
panions a quiet good-night, then passed out 
into the dark street. 

After he had gone there were a few seconds 
of complete silence in the dark and sordid 
room, where men^s ugliest passions were hold- 
ing absolute sway. The giant's heavy foot- 
steps echoed along the ill-paved street, and 
gradually died away in the distance. 

Then at last Foucquier-TinviUe, the Public 
Prosecutor, spoke: 

" And who is that man? " he asked, address- 
ing the assembly of patriots. 

Most of them did not know. 

" A provincial from the north," said one of 
the men at last ; ** he has been here several times 
before now, and last year he was a fairly con- 
stant attendant. I believe he is a butcher by 
trade, and I fancy he comes from Calais. He 
was originally brought here by Citizen Bro- 
gard, who is good patriot enough." 

One by one the members of this bond of 
Fraternity began to file out of the Cheval 
Borgne. They nodded curt good-nights to 
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each other, and then went to then* respective 
abodes, which surely could not be dignified 
with the name of home, 

Tinville remained one of the last; he and 
Merlin seemed suddenly to have buried the 
hatchet, which a few hours ago had threatened 
to destroy one or the other of these whilom 
bosom friends. 

Two or three of the most ardent of these 
ardent extremists had gathered round the Pub- 
lic Prosecutor, and Merlin, the f ramer of the 
Law of the Suspect. 

" What say you, citizens? " said Tinville at 
last quietly. ** That man Lenoir, meseems, is 
too eloquent — eh? " 

"Dangerous," pronounced Merlin, whilst 
the others nodded approval. 

" But his scheme is good," suggested one of 
the men. 

" And we'll avail ourselves of it," assented 
Tinville, " but afterwards " 

He paused, and once more everyone nodded 
approval. 

"Yes; he is dangerous. We'll leave him 
in peace to-morrow, but afterwards " 

With a gentle hand Tinville caressed the 
tall double post, which stood in the centre 
of the room, and \diich was shaped like the 
guillotine. 

Then, nodding to one another, the last of the 
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patriots, satisfied with this night's work, passed 
out into the night. 

The watchman was making his romids, 
carrying his lantern, and shouting his custo- 
mary cry: 

" Inhabitants of Paris, sleep quietly. 
Everything is in order, everything is at peace." 



CHAPTER XXII 

THE CLOSE OF DAY 

Deroulede had spent the whole of this same 
night in a wild, impassioned search for Juliette. 

Earlier in the day, soon after Anne Mie's 
revelations, he had sought out his English 
friend. Sir Percy Blakeney, and talked over 
with him the final arrangements for the 
removal of Madame Deroulede and Anne Mie 
from Paris. 

Though he was a bom idealist and a Uto- 
pian, Paul Deroulede had never for a 'moment 
had any illusions with regard to his own popu- 
larity. He knew that at any time, and for any 
trivial cause, the love which the mob bore him 
would readily turn to hate. He had seen Mira- 
beau's popidarity wane, La Fayette's, Des- 
moulin's — ^was it likely that he alone would sur- 
vive the inevitable death of so ephemeral a 
thing? 

Therefore, whilst he was in power, whilst he 
was loved and trusted, he had, figuratively and 
actually, put his house in order. He had made 
full preparations for his own inevitable down- 
fall, for that probable flight from Paris of 
those who were dependent upon him. 
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He had, as far back as a year ago, provided 
himself with the necessary passports, and 
bespoken with his English friend certain meas- 
ures for the safety of his mother and his crip- 
pled little relative. Now it was merely a ques- 
tion of putting these measures into execution. 

Within two hours of Juliette Mamy's arrest 
Madame Deroulede and Anne Mie had quit- 
ted the house in the Rue Ecole de Medecine. 
They had but little luggage with them, and 
were ostensibly going into the country to visit 
a sick cousin. 

The mother of the popular Citizen-Deputy 
was free to travel unmolested. The necessary 
passports which the safety of the Republic 
demanded were all in perfect order, and Mad- 
ame DeroulMe and Anne Mie passed through 
the north gate of Paris an hour before sunset, 
on the 24th day of Fructidor. 

Their large travelling chaise took them some 
distance on the North Road, where they were 
to meet Lord Hastings and Lord Anthony 
Dewhurst, two of The Scarlet Pimpemel's 
most trusted lieutenants, who were to escort 
them as far as the coast, and thence see them 
safely aboard the English yacht 

On that score, therefore, DeroulMe had no 
anxiety. His chief duty was to his mother and 
to Aime Mie, and that was now fully dis- 
charged. 
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Then there was old Fetronelle. 

Ever since the arrest of her young mistress 
the poor old soul had been in a state of mind 
bordering on frenzy, and no amount of elo- 
quence on DeroulMe's part would persuade 
her to quit Paris without Juliette. 

" If my pet lamb is to die," she said amidst 
heart-broken sobs, " then I have no cause to 
live. Let those devils take me along too, if 
they want a useless, old woman like me. But 
if my darling is allowed to go free, then what 
would become of her in this awful dty without 
me? She and I have never been separated; 
she wouldn't know where to turn for a home. 
And who would cook for her and iron out her 
kerchiefs, I'd Uke to know? " 

Reason and common-sense were, of course, 
powerless in face of this sublime and heroic 
childishness. No one had the heart to tell 
the old woman that the murderous dog of the 
Revolution seldom loosened its fangs, once 
they had closed upon a victim. 

All Deroulede could do was to convey 
Petronelle to the old abode, which Juliette had 
quitted in order to come to him, and which had 
never been formally given up. The worthy 
soul, calmed and refreshed, deluded herself 
into the idea that she was waiting for the 
return of her young mistress, and became quite 
cheerful at sight of the familiar room. 
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Derotdede had provided her with money and 
necessaries. He had but few remaining hopes 
in his heart, but among them was the firmly 
implanted one that FetroneUe was too insigni- 
ficant to draw upon herself the terrible atten- 
tion of the Conmiittee of Fublic Safety. 

By nightfall he had seen the good woman 
safely installed. Then only did he feel free. 

At last he could devote himself to what 
seemed to him the one, the only, aim of his Uf e 
— ^to find JuUette. 

A dozen prisons in this vast Faris! 

Over five thousand prisoners on that night, 
awaiting trial, condenmation, and death. 

Deroulede at first, strong in his own power, 
his personality, had thought that the task 
would be comparatively easy. 

At the Falais de Justice they would tell him 
nothing: the list of new arrests had not yet 
been handed in by the commandant of Faris, 
Citizen Santerre, who classified and docketed 
the miserable herd of aspirants for the next 
day's guillotine. 

The lists, moreover, would not be completed 
until the next day, when the trials of the new 
prisoners would already be imminent. 

The work of the Conmiittee of Fublic 
Safety was done without much delay. 

Then began Deroulfede's weary quest 
through those twelve prisons of Faris. 
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From the Temple to the Condergerie, from 
Palais Cond6 to the Luxembourg, he spent 
hours in the fruitless search. 

Everyivhere the same shrug of the shoulders, 
the same indifferent reply to his eager query: 

" Juliette Marny? Inconnue." 

Unknown 1 She had not yet been docketed, 
not yet classified; she was still one of that 
immense flock of cattle, sent in ever-increasing 
numbers to the slaughter-house. 

Presently, to-morrow, after a trial which 
might last ten minutes, after a hasty condem- 
nation and quick return to prison, she would be 
listed as one of the traitors, whom this great 
and beneficent Republic sent daily to the guil- 
lotine. 

Vainly did D6roul6de try to persuade, to 
entreat, to bribe. The sullen guardians of 
these twelve charnel-houses knew nothing of 
individual prisoners. 

But the Citizen-Deputy was allowed to look 
for himself. He was conducted to the great 
vaulted rooms of the Temple, to the vast ball- 
rooms of the Palais Gonde, where herded the 
condenmed and those still awaiting trial; he 
was allowed to witness there the grim farcical 
tragedies, with which the captives beguiled the 
few hours which separated them from death. 

Mock trials were acted there; Tinville was 
mimicked; then the Place de la Revolution; 



THE CLOSE OF DAY 249 

Samson the headsman, with a couple of in- 
verted chairs to represent the guillotine. 

Daughters of dukes and princes, descend- 
ants of ancient lineage, acted in these weird 
and ghastly comedies. The ladies, with hair 
bound high over their heads, would kneel 
before the inverted chairs, and place their 
snow-white necks beneath this imaginary guil- 
lotine. Speeches were delivered to a mock 
populace, whilst a mock Santerre ordered a 
mock roll of drums to drown the last flow of 
eloquence of the supposed victim. 

Ohl the horror of it all — ^the pity, pathos, 
. and misery of this ghastly parody, in the very 
I face of the sublimity of death I 

D^roulMe shuddered when first he beheld 
the scene, shuddered at the very thought of 
finding Juliette amongst these careless, laugh- 
ing, thoughtless mimes. 

His own, his beautiful Juliette, with her 
proud face and majestic, queen-like gestures; 
it was a relief not to see her there. 

•* Juliette Mamy? Inconnue,'* was the final 
word he heard about her. 

No one told him that by Deputy Merlin's 
strictest orders she had been labelled "'dan- 
gerous,'' and placed in a remote wing of the 
Luxembourg palace, together with a few 
who, like herself, were allowed to see no one, 
coomiunicate witii no one. 
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Then when the couvre-f eu had sounded, 
when all public places were closed, when the 
night watchman had begun his rounds, Derou- 
lede knew i^t his quest for that night must 
remain fruitless. 

But he could not rest. In and out the tor- 
tuous streets of Paris he roamed during the 
better part of that night. He was now only 
awaiting the dawn to publicly demand the 
right to stand beside Juliette. 

A hopeless misery was in his heart, a long- 
ing for a cessation of life; only one thing kept 
his brain active, his mind clear: the hope of 
saving Juliette. 

The dawn was breaking in the far east when, 
wandering along the banks of the river, he 
suddenly felt a touch on his arm. 

" Come to my hovel," said a pleasant, lazy 
voice close to his ear, whilst a kindly hand 
seemed to drag him away from the contem- 
plation of the dark, silent river. "And a 
demmed beastly place it is, too, but at least 
we can talk quietly there." 

Deroulede, roused from his meditation, 
looked up, to see his friend, Sir Percy Blake- 
ney, standing close beside him. Tall, debon- 
nair, well-dressed, he seemed by his very pres- 
ence to dissipate the morbid atmosphere which 
was beginning to weigh upon Deroul^de's 
active mind. 
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Deroulede followed him readily enough 
through the intricate mazes of old Paris, and 
down the Rue des Arts, until Sir Percy 
stopped outside a small hostelry, the door of 
which stood wide open. 

*' Mine host has nothing to lose from foot- 
pads and thieves,'' explained the Englishman 
as he guided his friend through the narrow 
doorway, then up a flight of rickety stairs, to 
a small room on the floor above. "" He leaves 
all doors open for anyone to walk in, but, la I 
the interior of the house looks so uninviting 
that no one is tempted to enter." 

" I wonder you care to stay here," remarked 
DeroulMe, with a momentary smile, as he con- 
trasted in his mind the fastidious appearance 
of his friend with the dinginess and dirt of 
these surroundings. 

Sir Percy deposited his large person in the 
capacious depths of a creaky chair, stretched 
his long limbs out before him, and said quietly: 

*' I am only stajring in this denuned hole 
until the moment when I can drag you out of 
this murderous city." 

DeroulMe shook his head. 

" You'd best go back to England, then," he 
said, " for I'll never leave Paris now." 

"Not without Juliette Mamy, shall we 
say? " rejoined Sir Percy placidly. 

** And I fear me that she has placed herself 
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beyond our reach," said Deroulede sombrely. 

" You know that she is in the Luxembourg 
Prison? " queried the Englishman suddenly. 

** I guessed it, but could find no proof." 

" And that she will be tried to-morrow? " 

" They never keep a prisoner pining too 
long," repUed Deroulede bitterly. " I guessed 
that too." 

" What do you mean to do? " 

"Defend her with the last breath in my 
body." 

" You love her still, then? " asked Blakeney, 
with a smile. 

" Still? " The look, the accent, the agony 
of a hopeless passion conveyed in that one 
word, told Sir Percy Blakeney all that he 
wished to know. 

" Yet she betrayed you," he said tentatively. 

" And to atone for that sin — ^an oath, mind 
you, friend, sworn to her father — she is ready 
to give her Ufe for me." 

" And you are prepared to forgive? " 

" To understand is to forgive," rejoined 
Deroulede simply, " and I love her." 

"Your madonna I" said Blakeney, with a 
gently ironical smile. 

" No; the woman I love, with all her weak- 
nesses, all her sins; the woman to gain whom 
I would give my soul, to save whom I will give 
my Ufe." 
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"And she?" 

" She does not love me — ^would she have 
betrayed me else? '' 

He sat beside the table, and buried his head 
in his habds. Not even his dearest friend 
should see how much he had suffered, how 
deeply his love had been wounded* 

Sir Percy said nothing; a curious, pleasant 
smile lurked round the comers of his mobile 
mouth. Through his mind there flitted the 
vision of beautiful Marguerite, who had so 
much loved yet so deeply wronged him, and, 
looking at his friend, he thought that D6rou- 
lede too would soon learn all the contradictions, 
which wage a constant war in the innermost 
recesses of a feminine heart. 

He made a movement as if he would say 
something more, something of grave import, 
then seemed to think better of it, and shrugged 
his broad shoulders, as if to say: 

""Let time and chance take their course 
now/' 

When D^roulede looked up again Sir Percy 
was sitting placidly in the arm-chair, with an 
absolutely blank expression on his face. 

" Now that you know how much I love her, 
my friend," said Deroulide as soon as he had 
mastered his emotions, " will you look after her 
when they have condemned me, and save her 
for my sake? " 
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A curious, enigmatic smile suddenly illu- 
mined Sir Percy's earnest countenance. 

" Save her? Do you attribute supernatural 
powers to me, then, or to The League of The 
Scarlet Pimpernel? " 

"To you, I think,'' rejoined Deroulede 
seriously. 

Once more it seemed as if Sir Percy were 
about to reveal something of great importance 
to his friend, then once more he checked him- 
self. The Scarlet Pimpernel was> above all, i 
far-seeing and practical, a man of action and \ 
not of impulse. The glowing eyes of his 
friend, his nervous, febrile movements, did not 
suggest that he was in a fit state to be entrusted 
with plans, the success of which hung on a 
mere thread. 

Therefore Sir Percy only smiled, and said 
quietly: 

"Well, m do my best." 



CHAPTER XXIII 

JUSTICE 

The day had been an usually busy one. 

Five and thirty prisoners, arraigned before 
the bar of the Committee of Public Safety, 
had been tried in the last eight hours — ^an aver- 
age of rather more than four to the hour; 
twelve minutes and a half in which to send a 
human creature, full of life and health, to solve 
the great enigma which lies hidden beyond the 
waters of the Styx. 

And Citizen-Deputy Foucquier-Tinville, 
the Public Prosecutor, had surpassed himself. 
He seemed indefatigable. 

Each of these five and thirty prisoners had 
been arraigned for treason against the Repub- 
lic, for conspiracy with her enemies, and all 
had to have irrefutable proofs of their guilt 
brought before the Conmiittee of Public 
Safety. Sometimes a few letters, written to 
friends abroad, and seized at the frontier; a 
word of condenmation of the measures of the 
extremists; an expression of horror at the mas- 
sacres on the Place de la Revolution, where the 
guillotine creaked incessantly — ^these were irre- 
futable proofs; or else perhaps a couple of 
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pistols, or an old family sword seized in the 
house of a peaceful citizen, would be brought 
against a prisoner, as an irrefutable proof of 
his warlike dispositions against the Republic. 

Ohl it was not difficult I 

Out of five and thirty indictments, Fouc- 
quier-Tinville had succeeded in obtaining 
thirty convictions. 

No wonder his friends declared that he had 
surpassed himself. It had indeed been a glori- 
ous day, and the glow of satisfaction as much 
as the heat caused the Public Prosecutor to 
mop his high, bony cranium before he ad- 
journed for the much-needed respite for 
refreshment. 

The day's work was not yet done. 

The " politicals " had been disposed of, and 
there had been such an accumulation of them 
recently that it was difficult to keep pace with 
the arrests. 

And in the meanwhile the criminal record of 
the great city had not diminished. Because 
men butchered one another in the name of 
Equality, there were none the fewer among 
the Fraternity of thieves and petty pilferers, 
of ordinary cut-throats and public wantons. 

And these too had to be dealt with by law. 
The guillotine was impartial, and fell with 
equal velocity on the neck of the proud duke 
and the gutter-bom fiUe de joie, on a descend- 
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ant of the Bourbons and the wastrel bom in a 
brothel. 

The ministerial decrees favoured the prole- 
tariat. A crime against the Republic was inde- 
fensible, but one against the individual was 
dealt with, with all the paraphernalia of an 
elaborate administration of justice. There 
were citizen judges and citizen advocates, and 
the rabble, who crowded in to listen to the 
trials, acted as honorary jury. 

It was all thoroughly well done.' The citizen 
criminals were given every chance. 

The afternoon of this hot August day, one 
of the last of glorious Fructidor, had begun to 
wane, and the shades of evening to slowly 
creep into the long, bare room, where this 
travesty of justice was being administered. 

The Citizen-President sat at the extreme 
end of the room, on a rough wooden bench, 
with a desk in front of him, littered with 
papers. 

Just above him, on the bare, whitewashed 
wall, the words: ** La Bepublique: une et in- 
divisible," and below them the device: " Lib- 
ert6, Egalite, Fraternity 1 " 

To the right and left of the Citizen-Presi- 
dent four clerks were busy making entries in 
that ponderous ledger, that amazing record of 
the foulest crimes the world has ever known, 
the '' Bulletin du Tribunal R6volutioimaire." 

17 
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At present no one is speaking, and the grat- 
ing of the clerks' quill pens against the paper! 
is the only sound which disturbs the silence of* 
the hall. 

In front of the President, on a bendb lower 
than his, sits Citizen Foucquier-Tinville, rested 
and refreshed, ready to take up his occupation, 
for as many hours as his country demands it 
of him. 

On every desk a tallow candle, smoking and ^ 
sputtering, throws a weird light, and more 
weird shadows, on the faces of clerks and Pres- 
ident, on blank walls and ominous devices. 

In the centre of the room a platform, sur- 
rounded by an iron railing, is ready for the 
accused. Just in front' of it, from the tall, 
raftered ceiling above, there hangs a small 
brass lamp, with a green abat-jour. 

Each side of the long, whitewashed walls 
there are three rows of benches, beautiful old 
carved oak pews, snatched from Notre Dame 
and from the Churches of St. Eustache and 
St. Grermain I'Auxerrois. Instead of the pious 
worshippers of mediseval times, they now 
acconunodate the spectators of the grim spec- 
tacle of unfortunates, in their brief hialt before 
the scaffold. . 

The front row of these bendbes is reserved 
for those citizen-deputies who desire to be pres- 
ent at the sittings of the Tribunal B^volution- 
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naire. It is their privilege, almost their duty, 
as representatives of the people, to see that the 
sittings are properly condueted. 

These benches are already well filled. At 
one end, on the left, Citizen Merlin, Minister 
of Justice, sits; next to him Citizen-Minister 
Lebrun; also Citizen Robespierre, still in the 
height of his ascendency, and watching the 
proceedings with those pale, watery eyes of his 
and that curious, disdainful smile, which have 
earned for him the nickname of "' the sea-green 
incorruptible/' 

Other well-known faces are there also, dimly 
outlined in the fast-gathering gloom. But 
everyone notes Citizen-Deputy D6roulMe, the 
idol of the people, as he sits on the extreme end 
of a bench on the right, with arms tightly 
folded across his chest, the light from the hang- 
ing lamp falling straight on his dark head and 
proud, straight brows, with the large, restless, 
eager eyes. 

Anon the Citizen-President rings a hand- 
bell, and there is a discordant noise of hoarse 
laughter and loud curses, some pushing, jolt- 
ing, and swearing, as tibe general public is 
admitted into the hall. 

Heaven save us! What a rabble! 

Has humanity really sudb a scum? 

Women with single ragged kirtle and shift, 
through the interstices of which the bare. 
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grime-covered flesh shows shamelessly; with 
bare legs, and feet thrust into heavy sabots, 
hair dishevelled and evil, spirit-sodden faces: 
women without a semblance of womanhood, 
with shrivelled, barren breasts, and dry, 
parched lips, that have never known how to 
kiss. Women without emotion save that of 
hate, without desire, save for the satisfaction of 
hunger and thirst, and lust for revenge against 
their sisters less wretched, less unsexed than 
themselves. They crowd in, jostling one 
another, swarming into the front rows of the 
benches, where they can get a better view 
of the miserable victims about to be pilloried 
before them. 

And the men without a semblance of man- 
hood. Bent under the heavy care of their own 
degradation, dead to pity, to love, to dhivalry; 
dead to all save an inordinate longing for the 
sight of blood. 

And God help them all I for there were the 
children too. Children — save the mark 1 — ^with 
pallid, precocious little faces, pinched with the 
ravages of starvation, gazing with dim, filmy 
eyes on this world of rapacity and hid- 
eousness. 

Children who have seen death I 

Oh, the horror of it I Not beautiful, peace- 
ful death, a slumber ov a dream, a loved parent 
or fond sister or brother lying all in white 
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amidst a wealth of flowers, but death in its 
most awesome aspect, violent, lurid, horrible. 

And now they stare around them with eager, 
greedy eyes, awaiting the amusement of the 
spectacle; gazing at the President, with his 
tall Phrygian cap ; at the clerks wielding their 
indefatigable quill pens, writing, writing, 
writing; at the flickering lights, throwing 
clouds of sooty smoke, up to the dark ceiling 
above. 

Then suddenly the eyes of one little mite — 
a poor, tiny midget not yet in her teens — ^alight 
on Paul Deroulede's face, on the opposite side 
of the room. 

" Tiens 1 Papa Deroulede 1 " she says, point- 
ing an attenuated little finger across at him, 
and turning eagerly to those around her, her 
eyes dilating in wistful recollection of a happy 
afternoon spent in Papa DeroulMe's house, 
with fine white bread to eat in plenty, and 
great jars of foaming milk. 

He rouses himself from his apathy, and his 
great, earnest eyes lose their look of agonised 
misery, as he responds to the greeting of the 
little one. 

For one moment — oh! a mere fraction of a 
second — ^the squalid faces, the miserable, 
starved expressions of the crowd, soften at 
sight of him. There is a faint murmur among 
the women, which perhaps God's recording 
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angel registered as a blessing. Who knows? 

Foucquier-Tinville suppresses a sneer, and 
the Citizen-President impatiently rings his 
hand-bell again. 

"' Bring forth the accused! " he commands in 
stentorian tones. 

There is a movement of satisfaction among 
the crowd, and the angel of God is forced to 
hide his face again. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

THE TRIAL OF JULIETTE 

It is all indelibly placed on record in the 
^'Bulletin du Tribunal Revolutionnaire/' under 
date 25th Fructidor year I. of the Revolution. 

Anyone who cares may read, for the Bulletin 
is in the Archives of the Biblioth^ue Nation- 
ale of Paris. 

One by one the accused had been brought 
forth, escorted by two men of the National 
Guard in ragged, stained uniforms of red, 
white and blue; they were then conducted to 
the small raised platform in the centre of the 
hall, and made to listen to the charge brought 
against them by Citizen Foucquier/Tinville, 
the Public Prosecutor. 

They were petty charges mostly: pilfering, 
fraud, theft, occasionally arson or manslaugh- 
ter. One man, however, was arraigned for 
murder with highway robbery, and a woman 
for the most ignoble traffic which evil feminine 
ingenuity could invent. 

These two were condemned to the guillo- 
tine, the others sent to the galleys at Brest or 
Toulon — ^the forger along with tibe petty thief, 
the housebreaker with the absconding derk. 

S08 
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There was no room in the prisons for ordi- 
nary offenders against the criminal code; they 
were overfilled already with so-called traitors 
against the Republic. 

Three women were sent to the penitentiary 
at the Salpetriere, and were dragged out of 
the court shrilly protesting their innocence, and 
followed by obscene jeers from the spectators 
on the benches. 

Then there was a momentary hush. 

Juliette Mamy had been brought in. 

She was quite calm, and exquisitely beauti- 
ful, dressed in a plain grey bodice and kirtle, 
with a black band round her slim waist and a 
soft white kerchief, folded across her bosom. 
Beneath the tiny, white cap her golden hair 
appeared in dainty, curly profusion; her child- 
like, oval face was very white, but otherwise 
quite serene. 

She seemed absolutely imconscious of her 
surroundings, and walked with a firm step up 
to the platform, looking neither to the right 
nor to the left of her. 

Therefore she did not see DeroulMe. A 
great, a wonderful radiance seemed to shine in 
her large eyes — ^the radiance of self-sacrifice. 

She was offering not only her life, but every- 
thing a woman of refinement holds most dear, 
for the safety of the man she loved. 

A feeling that was almost physical pain, so 
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intense was it, overcame D^roulede, when at 
last he heard her name loudly called by the 
Public Prosecutor. 

All day he had waited for this awful mo- 
ment, forgetting his own misery, his own ago- 
nised feeling of an irretrievable loss, in the 
horrible thought of what she would endure, 
what she would think, when she realised the ter- 
rible indignity which was to be put upon her. 

Yet for the sake of her, of her chances of 
safety and of ultimate freedom, it was un- 
doubtedly best that it should be so. 

Arraigned for conspiracy against the Repub- 
lic, she was liable to secret trial, to be brought 
up, condemned, and executed before he could 
even hear of her whereabouts, before he could 
throw himself before her judges and take all 
guilt upon himself. 

Those suspected of treason against the 
Republic forfeited, according to Merlin's most 
iniquitous Law, their rights of citizenship, in 
publicity of trial and in defence. 

It aU might have been finished before 
Deroulede knew anything of it. 

The other way was, of coiu*se, more terrible. 
Brought forth amongst the scum of criminal 
Paris, on a charge, the horror of which, he 
could but dimly hope that she was too innocent 
to fully understand, he dared not even think of 
what she would suffer. 
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But undoubtedly it was better so. 

The mud thrown at her robes of purity could 
never ding to her, and at least her trial would 
be public ; he would be there to take all inf amy » 
all disgrace, all opprobriiun on himself. 

The strength of his appeal would turn her 
judges' wrath from her to him ; and after these 
few moments of misery, she would be free to 
leave Paris, France, to be happy, and to forget 
him and the memory of him. 

An overwhelming, all-compelling love filled 
his entire soul for the beautiful girl, who had 
so wronged, yet so nobly tried to save him. 
A longing for her made his very sinews ache; 
she was no longer madonna, and her beauty 
thrilled him, with the passionate, almost sensu- 
ous desire to give his life for her. 

The indictment against Juliette Mamy has 
become history now. 

On that day, the 25th Frucfddor, at seven 
o'clock in the evening, it was read out by the 
Public Prosecutor, and listened to by the 
accused — so the Bulletin tells us — ^with com- 
plete calm and apparent indifference. She 
stood up in that same pillory where once stood 
poor, guilty Charlotte Corday, where presently 
would stand proud, guiltless Marie Antoinette. \ 

And D6roulMe listened to the scurrilous 
document, with all the outward calm his 
strength of will could command. He would 
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have liked to have risen from his seat then and 
there, at once, and in mad, purely animal fury 
have, with a hlow of his fist, quashed the words 
in Foucquier-Tinville's lying throat. 

But for her sake he was bound to listen, and, 
above all, to act quietly, deliberately, according 
to form and procedure, so as in no way to 
imperil her cause. 

Therefore he listened whilst the Public 
Prosecutor spoke. 

" Juliette Mamy, you are hereby accused of 
having, by a false and malicious accusation, 
slandered the person of a representative of the 
people; you caused the Revolutionary Tri- 
bunaly through this same mischievous act, to 
bring a charge against this representative of 
the people, to institute a domiciliary search in 
his house, and to waste valuable time, which 
otherwise belonged to the service of the Repub- 
lic And this you did, not from a misguided 
sense of duty towards your country, but in 
wanton and impinge spirit, to be rid of the sur- 
veillance of one who had your welfare at heart, 
and who tried to prevent your leading the 
immoral life which had become a public scan- 
dal, and which has now brought you before this 
court of justice, to answer to a charge of wan- 
tonness, impurity, defamation of character, 
and corruption of public morals. In proof of 
which I now place before the court your own 
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admission, that more than one citizen of the 
Republic has been led by you into immoral 
relationship with yourself; and further, your 
own admission, that your accusation against 
Citizen-Deputy Deroulede was false and mis- 
chievous; and further, and finally, your im- 
moral and obscene correspondence with some 
persons unknown, which you vainly tried to 
destroy. In consideration of which, and in the 
name of the people of France, whose spokes- 
man I am, I demand that you be taken hence 
from this Hall of Justice to the Place de la 
Revolution, in full view of the citizens of Paris 
and its environs, and clad in a soiled white 
garment, emblem of the smirch upon your soul, 
that there you be publicly whipped by the 
hands of Citizen Samson, the public execu- 
tioner; after which, that you be taken to the 
prison of the Salpetriere, there to be further 
detained at the discretion of the Conmiittee 
of Public Safety. And now, Juliette Marny, 
you have heard the indictment preferred 
against you, have you anything to say, why the 
sentence which I have demanded shall not be 
passed upon you? " 

Jeers, shouts, laughter, and curses greeted 
this speech of the Public Prosecutor. . 

All that was most vile and most bestial, in 
this miserable, misguided people struggling 
for Utopia and Liberty, seemed to come to the 
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surface, whilst listening to the reading of this 
most infamous document. 

The delight of seeing this beautiful, ethereal 
woman, almost unearthly in her proud aloof- 
ness, smirched with the vilest mud, to which 
the vituperation of man can contrive to sink, 
was a veritable treat to the degraded wretches. 

The women yelled hoarse approval; the 
children, not understanding, laughed in mirth- 
less glee; the men, with loud curses, showed 
their appreciation of Foucquier-Tinville's 
speech. 

As for DeroulMe, the mental agony he 
endured surpassed any torture which the devils, 
they say, reserve for the damned. His sinews 
cracked in his frantic efforts to control him- 
self ; he dug his finger-nails into his flesh, try- 
ing by physical pain to drown the sufferings of 
his mind. 

He thought that his reason was tottering, 
that he would go mad if he heard another 
word of this infamy. The hooting and yelling 
of that filthy mob sounded like the cries of 
lost souls, shrieking from helL All his pity 
for them was gone, his love for humanity, his 
devotion to the suffering poor. 

A great, an immense hatred for this ghastly 
Revolution and the people it professed to free 
filled his whole being, together with a mad, 
hideous desire to see them suffer, starve, die, 
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a miserable, loathsome death. The passion of 
hate, that now overwhelmed his soul, was at 
least as ugly as theirs. He was, for one 
brief moment now, at one with them, in their 
inordinate lust for revenge. 

Only Juliette, throughout all this, remained 
calm, silent, impassive. 

She had heard the indictment, heard the 
loathsome sentence, for her white cheeks had 
gradually become ashy pale, but never for a 
moment did she depart from her attitude of 
proud aloofness. 

She never once turned her head towards the 
mob who insulted her. She waited in complete 
passiveness until the yelling and shouting had 
subsided, motionless save for her finger-tips, 
which beat an impatient tattoo upon the railing 
in front of her. 

The Bulletin says that she took out her 
handkerchief and wiped her face with it. EUe 
s'essuya le front qui f ut perle de sueur. The 
heat had become oppressive. 

The atmosphere was overcharged with the 
dank, penetrating odour of steaming, dirty 
clothes. The room, though vast, was close and 
suffocating, the tallow candles flickering in the 
humid, hot air threw the faces of the President 
and clerks into bold relief, with curious, carica- 
ture effect of light and shade. 

The petrol lamp above the head of the 
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accused had flared up, and begun to smoke^ 
causing the chimney to crack with a sharp 
report This diversion effected a momentary 
silence among the crowds and the Public Pros- 
ecutor was able to repeat his query: 

*' Juliette Mamy, have you anything to say 
in reply to the charge brought against you, 
and why the sentence which I have demanded 
should not be passed against you? '' 

^e sooty smoke from the lamp came down 
in small, black, greasy particles; Juliette with 
her slender finger-tips flicked one of these 
quietly off her sleeve, then she replied: 

" No; I have nothing to say/' 

*' Have you instructed an advocate to defend 
you, according to your rights of citizenship, 
which the Law dlows?'' added the PubUc 
Prosecutor solemnly. 

Juliette would have replied at once; her 
mouth had already framed the No with which 
she meant to answer. 

But now at last had come D^roulMe's hour. 
For this he had been silent, had suffered and 
had held his peace, whilst twice twenty-four 
hours had dragged their weary lengths along, 
since the arrest of the woman he loved. 

In a moment he was on his feet before them 
all, accustomed to speak, to dominate, to 
command. 

''Citizeness Juliette Mamy has entrusted 
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me with her defence," he said, even before the 
No had escaped Juliette's white lips, "" and I 
am here to refute the charges brought against 
her, and to demand in the name of the people 
of France full acquittal and justice for her." 



CHAPTER XXV 

T TH K DEFENCE 

Intense excitement, which found vent in loud 
applause, greeted D6roulede's statement. 

" ^a ira! 9a iraf vas-y Deroulfedel " came 
from the crowded benches round; and men, 
women, and children, wearied with the monot- 
ony of the past proceedings, settled themselves 
down for a quarter of an hour's keen enjoy- 
ment. 

If Deroulede had anything to do with it, the 
trial was sure to end in excitement. And the 
people were always ready to listen to their 
special favourite. 

The citizen-deputies, drowsy after the long, 
oppressive day, seemed to rouse themselves to 
renewed ifiterest. Lebrun, like a big, shaggy 
dog, shook himself free from creeping somno- 
lence. Robespierre smiled between his thin 
lips, and looked across at Merlin to see how 
the situation affected him. The enmity be- 
tween the Minister of Justice and Citizen 
D6roulMe was well known, and everyone 
noted, with added zest, that the former wore a 
keen look of anticipated triiunph. 

High up, on one of the topmost benches, sat 
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Citizen Lenoir, the stage-manager of this pal- 
pitating drama. He looked down, with ob- 
vious satisfaction, at the scene which he himself 
had suggested last night to the members of the 
Jacobin Club. Merlin's sharp eyes had tried 
to pierce the gloom, which wrapped the crowd 
of spectators, searching vainly to distinguish 
the broad figure and massive head of the pro- 
vincial giant. 

The light from the petrol lamp shone f uU on 
D6roul^e's earnest, dark countenance as he 
looked Juliette's infamous accuser fuU in the 
face, but the tallow candles, flickering weirdly 
on the President's desk, threw Tinville's short, 
spare figure and large, unkempt head into 
curious, grotesque silhouette. 

Juliette apparently had lost none of her 
calm, and there was no one there sufficiently 
interested in her personality to note the tinge 
of delicate colour, which, at the first word of 
D6roulMe, had slowly mounted to her pale 
cheeks. 

TinviUe waited a few moments until the 
wave of excitement had broken upon the shoals 
of expectancy. 

Then he resumed : 

" Then, Citizen Deroul&de, what have you to 
say, why sentence should not be passed upon 
the accused?" 

'' I have to say that the accused is innocent 
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of every dbarge brought against her in your 
indictment/' replied D^roulede firmly. 

"And how do you substantiate this state- 
ment, Citizen-Deputy?" queried Tinville, 
speaking with mock unctuousness. 

" Very simply, Citizen Tinville. The corre- 
spondence to which you refer did not belong to 
the accused, but to me. It consisted of certain 
communications, which I desired to hold with 
Marie Antoinette, now a prisoner in the Con- 
dergerie, during my stay there as lieutenant- 
governor. The Citizeness Juliette Mamy, by 
denouncing me, was serving the Republic, for 
my communications with Marie Antoinette had 
reference to my own hopes of seeing her quit 
this country and take refuge in her own native 
land." 

Gradually, as Deroul^de spoke, a murmur, 
like the distant roar of a monstrous breaker, 
rose among the crowd on the upper benches. 
As he continued quietly and firmly, so it grew 
in volume and in intensity, until his last words 
were drowned in one mighty, thunderous shout 
of horror and execration. 

DeroulMe, the friend and idol of the people, 
the privileged darling of this unruly popula- 
tion, the father of the children, the friend of 
the women, the sympathiser in all troubles, 
Papa D^roulMe as the little ones called him— 
he a traitor, self -accused, plotting and plan- 
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ning for an ex-tyrant, a harlot who had called 
herself a queen, for Marie Antoinette the Aus- 
trian, who had desired and worked for the over- 
throw of France 1 He, Deroulede, a traitor! 

In one moment, as he spoke, the love which 
in their crude hearts they hore him, that ani- 
mid, primitive love, was turned to sudden, 
equally irresponsible hate. He had deceived 
them, laughed at them, tried to bribe them by 
feeding their little onesl 

Bahl the bread of the traitor! It might 
have choked the children. 

Surprise at first had taken their breath away. 
Already they had marvelled why he should 
stand up to defend a wanton. And now, prob- 
ably feeling that he was on the point of being 
found out, he thought it better to make a dean 
breast of his own treason, trusting in his pop- 
ularity, in his power over the people. 

Bahll! 

Not one extenuating circumstance did they 
find in their hardened hearts for him. 

He had been their idol, enshrined in their 
squalid, degraded minds, and now he had 
fallen, shattered beyond recall, and they hated 
and loathed him as much as they had loved him 
before. 

And this his enemies noted, and smiled witK 
complete satisfaction. 

Merlin heaved a sigh of relief. Tinville 
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nodded his shaggy head, in token of intense 
delight. 

What that provincial coal-heaver had fore- 
told had indeed come to pass. 
K The populace, that most fickle of all fickle 
yhings in this world, had turned all at once 
against its favourite. This Lenoir had pre- 
dicted, and the transition had been even more 
rapid than he had anticipated. 

Deroulede had been given a length of rope, 
and, figuratively speaking, had already hanged 
himself. 

The reality was a mere matter of a few 
hours now. At dawn to-morrow the guillo- 
tine; and the mob of Paris, who yesterday 
would have torn his detractors limb from limb, 
would on the morrow be dragging him, with 
hoots and yells and howls of execration, to the 
scaffold. 

The most shadowy of all footholds, that of 
the whim of a populace, had already given way 
under him. His enemies knew it, and were 
exulting in their triimiph. He knew it himself, 
and stood up, calmly defiant, ready for any 
event, if only he succeeded in snatching her 
beautiful head from the ready embrace of the 
guillotine. 

Juliette herself had remained as if en- 
tranced. The colour had again fled from her 
cheeks, leaving them paler, more ashen than 
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before. It seemed as if in this moment she 
suffered more than human creature could bear, 
more than any torture she had undergone 
hitherto. 

He would not owe his life to her. 

That was the one overwhelming thought in 
her, which annihilated all others. His love for 
her was dead, and he would not accept the 
great sacrifice at her hands. 

Thus these two in the supreme moment of 
their life saw each other, yet did not under- 
stand. A word, a touch would have given 
them both the key to one another's heart, and 
it now seemed as if death would part them for 
ever, whilst that great enigma remained 
unsolved. 

The Public Prosecutor had been waiting 
until the noise had somewhat subsided, and his 
voice could be heard above the din, then he 
said, with a smile of ill-concealed satisfaction: 

"And is the coiul;, then, to understand, 
Citizen-Deputy Deroulede, that it was you who 
tried to bum the treasonable correspondence 
and to destroy the case which contained it? " 

" The treasonable correspondence was mine, 
and it was I who destroyed it." 

" But the accused admitted before Citizen 
Merlin that she herself was trying to bum cer- 
tain love letters, that would have brought to 
light her illicit relationships with another man 
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than yourself/' argued Tinville suavely. The 
rope was perhaps not quite long enough; De- 
roulede must have all that could be given him, 
ere this memorable sitting was adjourned. 

Deroul^de, however, instead of directing his 
reply straight to his enemy, now turned 
towards the dense crowd of spectators, on the 
benches opposite to him. 

"Citizens, friends, brothers," he said 
warmly, " the accused is only a girl, young, 
innocent, knowing nothing of peril or of sin. 
You all have mothers, sisters, daughters — ^have 
you not watched those dear to you in the many 
moods of which a feminine heart is capable; 
have you not seen them affectionate, tender, 
and impulsive? Would you love them so 
dearly but for the fickleness of their moods? 
Have you not worshipped them in your hearts, 
for those sublime impulses which put all man's 
plans and calculations to shame? Look on the 
accused, citizens. She loves the Republic, the 
people of France, and feared that I, an 
unworthy representative of her sons, was 
hatching treason against our great mother. 
That was her first wayward impulse — ^to stop 
me before I committed the awful crime, to 
punish me, or perhaps only to warn me. Does 
a, young girl calculate, citizens? She acts as 
}ier heart dictates; her reason but awakes from 
slumber later on, when the act is done. Then 
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comes repentance sometimes: another impulse 
of tenderness which we all revere. Would you 
extract vinegar from rose leaves? Just as 
readily could you find reason in a yoimg girl's 
head. Is that a crime? She wished to thwart 
me in my treason; then, seeing me in peril, the 
sincere friendship she had for me gained the 
upper hand once more. She loved my mother, 
who might he losing a son; she loved my crip- 
pled foster-sister; for their sakes, not for mine 
— ^a traitor's — did she yield to another, a heav- 
enly impulse, that of saving me from the con- 
sequences of my own folly. Was that a crime, 
citizens? When you are ailing, do not your 
mothers, sisters, wives tend you? when you are 
seriously ill, would they not give their heart's 
hlood to save you? and when, in the dark hours 
of your lives, some deed which you would not 
openly avow before the world overweights 
your soul with its burden of remorse, is it not 
again your womenkind who come to you, with 
tender words and soothing voices, trying to 
ease your aching conscience, bringing solace, 
comfort, and peace? And so it was with the 
accused, citizens. She had seen my crime, and 
longed to punish it; she saw those who had 
befriended her in sorrow, and she tried to ease 
their pain by taking my guilt upon her shoul- 
ders. She has suffered for the noble lie, which 
she has told on my behalf, as no woman has 
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ever been made to suffer before. She has 
stood, white and innocent as your new-bom 
children, in the pillory of infamy. She was 
ready to endure death, and what was ten thou- 
sand times worse thiui death, because of her 
own warm-hearted affection. But you, citi- 
zens of France, who, above all, are noble, 
true, and chivalrous, you will not allow 
the sweet impulses of young and tender 
womanhood to be punished with the ban 
of felony. To you women of France, I 
appeal in the name of your childhood, your 
girlhood, your motherhood; take her to 
your hearts, she is worthy of it, worthier 
now for having blushed before you, worthier 
than any heroine in the great roll of honour, 
of France/' 

His magnetic voice went echoing along the 
rafters of the great, sordid Hall of Justice, fill- 
ing it with a glory it had never known before. 
His enthusiasm thrilled his hearers, his appeal 
to their honour and chivalry roused all the finer 
feelings within them. StiU hating him for his 
treason, his magical appeal had turned their 
hearts towards her. 

They had listened to him without interrup- 
tion, and now at last, when he paused, it was 
very evident, by muttered exclamations and 
glances cast at Juliette, that popular feeling, 
which up to the present had practically ignored 
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her, now went out towards her personality with 
overwhehning sympathy. 

Ohviously at the present moment, if Juli- 
ette's fate had heen put to the plebiscite, she 
would have been unanimously acquitted. 

Merlin, as D6roulede spoke, had once or 
twice tried to read his friend Foucquier-Tin- 
viUe's enigmatical expression, but the Pub- 
lic Prosecutor, with his face in deep shadow, 
had not moved a muscle during the Citizen- 
Deputy's noble peroration. He sat at his desk, 
chin resting on hand, staring before him with 
an expression of indifference, almost boredom. 

Now, when DeroulMe finished speakings 
and the outburst of human enthusiasm had 
somewhat subsided, he rose slowly to his feet, 
and said quietly: 

" So you maintain, Citizen-Deputy, that the 
accused is a chaste and innocent girl, unjustly 
charged with immorality? " 

" I do,** protested D^roul^de loudly. 

" And will you tell the court why you are 
so ready to publicly accuse yourself of treason 
against the Republic, knowing full well all the 
consequences of your action?*' 

"Would any Frenchman care to save his 
own life at the expense of a woman's honour? ** 
retorted D6roulede proudly. 

A murmur of approval greeted these words, 
and Tinville remarked unctuously; 
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"Quite so, quite so. We esteem your 
chivalry, Citizen-Deputy. The same spirit, no 
doubt, actuates you to maintain that the 
accused knew nothing of the papers which you 
say you destroyed? " 

" She knew nothing of them. I destroyed 
them; I did not know that they had been 
found; on my return to my house I discovered 
that the Citizeness Juliette Mamy had falsely 
accused herself of having destroyed some 
papers surreptitiously." 

" She said they were love letters." 

"It is false." 

" You declare her to be pure and chaste? " 

" Before the whole world." 

" Yet you were in the habit of frequenting 
the bedroom of this pure and chaste girl, who 
dwelt under your roof," said TinviUe with slow 
and deliberate sarcasm. 

"It is false." 

" If it be false, Citizen D^roulfede,'' contin- 
ued the other with the same unctuous suavity, 
"then how comes it that the correspondence 
which you admit was treasonable, and 
therefore presumably secret — ^how comes 
it that it was found, still smouldering, 
in the chaste young woman's bedroom, 
and the torn letter-case underneath her 
pillow?" 

"It is false.'' 
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" The Minister of Justice, Citizen-Deputy 
Merlin, will answer for the truth of that." 

" It is the truth," said Juliette quietly. 

Her voice rang out clear, almost triumphant, 
in the midst of the breathless pause, caused by 
the previous swift questions and loud answers. 

Deroulede now was silent. 

This one simple fact he did not know. Anne 
Mie, in telling him the events in connection 
with the arrest of Juliette, had omitted to give 
him the one little detail, that the burnt letters 
were found in the young girl's bedroom. 

Up to the moment when the Public Prose- 
cutor confronted him with it, he had been 
under the impression that she had destroyed 
the papers and the letter-case in the study, 
where she had remained alone after Merlin and 
his men had left the room. She could easily 
have burnt them there, as a tiny spirit lamp 
was always kept alight on a side table for the 
use of smokers. 

This httle fact now altered the entire course 
of events. Tinville had but to frame an indig- 
nant ejaculation: 

" Citizens of France, see how you are being 
befooled and hoodwinked! *' 

Then he turned once more to DeroulMe. 

" Citizen Deroulede " he began. 

But in the tumult that ensued he could no 
longer hear his own voice. The pent-up rage 



THE DEFENCE 285 

of the entire mob of Paris seemed to find vent 
for itself in the howls with which the crowd 
now tried to drown the rest of the proceedings. 

As their brutish hearts had been suddenly 
melted on behalf of Juliette, in response to 
Deroulede's passionate appeal, so now they 
swiftly changed their sympathetic attitude to 
one of horror and execration. 

Two people had fooled and deceived them. 
One of these they had reverenced and trusted, 
as much as their degraded minds were capable 
of reverencing anjrthing, therefore his sin 
seemed doubly damnable. 

He and that pale-faced aristocrat had for 
weeks now, months, or years perhaps, con- 
spired against the Republic, against the Revo- 
lution, which had been made by a people thirst- 
ing for liberty- During these months and 
years he had talked to them, and they had 
listened; he had poured forth treasures of elo- 
quence, cajoled them, as he had done just now. 

The noise and hubbub were growing apace. 
If Tinville and Merlin had desired to infuriate 
the mob, they had more than succeeded. All 
that was most bestial, most savage in this awful 
Parisian populace rose to the surface now in 
one wild, mad desire for revenge. 

The crowd rushed down from the benches, 
over one another's heads, over children's fallen 
bodies; they rushed down because they wanted 
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to get at him, their whilom favourite, and at 
his pale-faced mistress, and tear them to pieces, 
hit them, scratch out their eyes. They snarled 
like so many wild beasts, the women shrieked, 
the children cried, and the men of the National 
Guard, hurrjring forward, had much ado to 
keep back this flood-tide of hate. 

Had any of them broken loose, from behind 
the barrier of bayonets hastily raised against 
them, it would have fared ill with Deroulede 
and Juliette. 

The President wildly rang his bell, and his 
voice, quivering with excitement, was heard 
once or twice above the din. 

" Clear the court I Clear the court ! " 

But the people refused to be cleared out of 
court. 

" A la lanterne les traitresi Mort k Derou- 
Ihde. A la lanterne I Tansto 1 " 

And in the thickest of the crowd, the broad 
shoulders and massive head of Citizen Lenoir 
towered above the others. 

At first it seemed as if he had been urging 
on the mob in its fury. His strident voice, with 
its broad provincial accent, was heard dis- 
tinctly shouting loud vituperations against the 
accused. 

Then at a given moment, when the tumult 
was at its height, when the National Guard felt 
their bayonets giving way before this onrush- 
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ing tide of human jackals, Lenoir changed his 
tactics. 

"Tiensl c'est betel" he shouted loudly, 
" we shall do far better with the traitors when 
we get them outside. What say you, citizens? 
Shall we leave the judges here to conclude the 
farce, and arrange for its sequel ourselves out- 
side the * Tigre Jaune *? " 

At first but little heed was paid to his sug- 
gestion, and he repeated it once or twice, 
adding some interesting details: 

'* One is freer in the streets, where these apes 
of the National Guard can't get between the 
people of France and their just revenge. Ma 
foil " he added, squaring his broad shoulders, 
and pushing his way through the crowd to- 
wards the door, " I for one am going to see 
where hangs the most suitable lanteme." 

Like a flock of sheep the crowd now fol- 
lowed him. 

" The nearest lanteme ! " they shouted. " In 
the streets — ^in the streets I Alalantemel The 
traitors!" 

And with many a jeer, many a loathsome 
curse, and still more loathsome jests, some of 
the crowd began to file out. A few only 
remained to see the conclusion of the farce. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

SENTENCE OF DEATH 

The " Bulletin du Tribunal Revolutionnaire " 
tells us, that both the accused had remained 
perfectly calm during the turmoil which raged 
within the bare walls of the Hall of Justice. 

Citizen-Deputy Deroul^de, however, so the 
chroniclers aver, though outwardly impassive, 
was evidently deeply moved. He had very 
expressive eyes, dear mirrors of the fine, up- 
right soul within, and in them there was a look 
of intense emotion as he watched the crowd, 
which he had so often dominated and con- 
trolled, now turning in hatred against him. 

He seemed actually to be seeing with a 
spiritual vision his own popularity wane and 
die. 

But when the thick of the crowd had pushed 
and jostled itself out of the hall, that transient 
emotion seemed to disappear, and he allowed 
himself quietly to be led from the front bench, 
where he had sat as a privileged member of 
the National Convention, to a place immedi- 
ately behind the dock, and between two men 
of the National Guard. 

From that moment he was a prisoner. 
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accused of treason against the Republic, and 
obviously his mock trial would be hurried 
through by his triumphant enemies, whilst the 
temper of the people was at boiling point 
against him. 

Complete silence had succeeded to the rag- 
ing tumult of the past few moments. Nothing 
now could be heard in the vast room, save 
Foucquier-Tinville^s hastily whispered instruc- 
tions to the clerk nearest to him, and the 
scratch of the latter's quill pen against the 
paper. 

The President was, with equal rapidity, 
affixing his signature to various papers handed 
up to him by the other clerks. The few remain- 
ing spectators, the deputies, and those among 
the crowd who had elected to see the close of 
the debate, were silent and expectant. 

Merlin was mopping his forehead as if in 
intense fatigue after a hard struggle; Robes- 
pierre was coolly taking snuff. 

From where Deroulede stood, he could see 
Juliette's graceful figure silhouetted against 
the light of the petrol lamp. His heart was 
torn between intense misery at having failed to 
save her and a curious, exultant joy at thought 
of dying beside her. 

He knew the procedure of this revolutionary 
tribunal well — ^knew that within the next few 
moments, he too would be condemned, that 

19 



i 



290 I WILL BEPAY 

they would both be hustled out of the crowd 
and dragged through the streets of Paris, and 
finally thrown mto the same prison, to herd 
with those who, like themselves, had but a few 
hours to live. 

And then to-morrow at dawn, death for 
them both under the guillotine. Death in 
pubUc, with all its attendant horrors: the packed 
tumbril; the priest, in civil clothes, appointed 
by this godless government, muttering conven- 
tional prayers and valueless exhortations. 

And in his heart there was nothing but love 
for her — ^love and an intense pity — for the 
pimishment she was suffering was far greater 
than her crime. He hoped that in her heart 
remorse would not be too bitter; and he looked 
forward with joy to the next few hours which 
he would pass near her, during which he could 
perhaps still console and soothe her. 

She was but the victim of an ideal, of Fate 
stronger than her own will. She stood, an 
innocent martyr to the great mistake of her 
life. 

But the minutes sped on. Foucquier-Tin- 
ville had evidently completed his new indict- 
ments. 

The one against Juliette Mamy was read 
out first. She was now accused of conspiring 
with Paul D6roulede against the safety of the 
Republic, by having cognisance of a treason- 
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able correspondence carried on with the pris- 
oner, Marie Antoinette; by virtue of which 
accusation the Public Prosecutor asked her if 
she had anything to say. 

" No/' she replied loudly and firmly. " I 
pray to Grod for the safety and deliverance 
of our Queen, Marie Antoinette, and for 
the overthrow of this Reign of Terror and 
Anarchy." 

These words, registered in the " Bulletin du 
Tribunal R6volutionnaire," were taken as final 
and irrefutable proofs of her guilt, and she was 
then sunmiarily condemned to death. 

She was then made to step down from the 
dock and D6roulede to stand in her place. 

He listened quietly to the long indictment 
which Foucquier-Tinville had already framed 
against him the evening before, in readiness 
for this contingency. The words "treason 
against the Republic " occurred conspicuously 
and repeatedly. The document itself is at one 
with the thousands of written charges, framed 
by that odious Foucquier-Tinville during these 
periods of bloodshed, and which in themselves 
are the most scathing indictments against the 
odious travesty of Justice, perpetrated with his 
help. 

Self-accused, and avowedly a traitor, D6- 
roulMe was not even asked if he had anything 
to say; sentence of death was passed on him 
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with the rapidity and callousness peculiar to 
these proceedings. 

After which Paul Deroulede and Juliette 
Mamy were led forth, under strong escort, 
into the street. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

THE FEUCTIDOB BIOTS 

Many accounts, more or less authentic, have 
been published of the events known to history 
as the " Fructidor Riots," 

But this is how it all happened: at any rate 
it is the version related some few days later in 
England to the Prince of Wales by no less a 
personage than Sir Percy Blakeney; and who 
indeed should know better than The Scarlet 
Pimpernel himself? 

Deroulede and Juliette Mamy were the last 
of the batch of prisoners, who were tried on 
that memorable day of Fructidor. 

There had been such a number of these that 
all the covered carts, in use for the conveyance 
of prisoners to and from the Hall of Justice, 
had already been despatched with their weighty 
human load; thus it was that only a rough 
wooden cart, hoodless and rickety, was avail- 
able, and into this D6roul^de and Juliette were 
ordered to mount. 

It was now close on nine o'clock in the even- 
ing. The streets of Paris, sparsely illumin- 
ated here and there with solitary oil lamps 
swung across from house to house on wires, 
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presented a miserable and squalid appearance. 
A thin, misty rain had begun to fall, trans- 
forming the ill-paved roads into morasses of 
sticky mud. 

The Hall of Justice was surrounded by a 
howling and shrieking mob, who, having im- 
bibed all the stores of brandy in the neighbour- 
ing drinking bars, was now waiting outside in 
the dripping rain, for the express purpose of 
venting its pent-up, spirit-sodden lust of rage 
against the man whom it had once worshipped, 
but whom now it hated. Men, women, and 
even diildren swarmed round the principal 
entrances of the Palais de Justice, along the 
bank of the river as far as the Pont au Change, 
and up towards the Luxemlbourg Palace, now 
transformed into the prison, to which the con- 
demned would no doubt be conveyed. 

Along the river-bank, and immediately fac- 
ing the Palais de Justice, a row of gallows- 
shaped posts, at intervals of a hundred yards 
or more, held each a smoky petrol lamp, at a 
height of some eight feet from the ground. 

One of these lamps had been knocked down, 
and from the post itself there now himg 
ominously a length of rope, with a noose at the 
end. 

Around this improvised gallows a group 
of women sat, or rather squatted, in the mud; 
their ragged shifts and kirtles, soaked through 
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with the drizzling rain, hung dankly on their 
emaciated forms ; their hair, in some cases grey, 
and in others dark or straw-coloured, clung 
matted round their wet faces, on which the dirt 
and the wet had drawn weird and grotesque 
lines. 

The men were restless and noisy, rushing 
aimlessly hither and thither, from the comer of 
the bridge, up the Rue du Palais, fearful lest 
their prey be conjured away ere their venge- 
ance was satisfied. 

Oh, how they hated their former idol now! 
Citizen Lenoir, with his broad shoulders and 
powerful, grime-covered head, towered above 
the throng; his strident voice, with its raucous, 
provincial accent, could be distinctly heard 
above the din, egging on the men, shouting to 
the women, stirring up hatred against the pris- 
oners, wherever it showed signs of abating in 
intensity. 

The coal-heaver, hailing from some distant 
province, seemed to have s^t himself the grim 
task of provoking the infuriated populace to 
some terrible deed of revenge against D6rou- 
IMe and Juliette. 

The darkness of the street, the fast-falling 
mist which obscured the light from the meagre 
oil lamps, seemed to add a certain weirdness 
to this moving, seething multitude. No one 
could see his neighbour. In the blackness of 
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the nighty the muttering or yelling figures 
moved about like some spectral creatures from 
hellish regions — ^the Akous of Brittany who 
call to those about to die; whilst the women 
squatting in the oozing mud, beneath the 
swinging piece of rope, looked like a group of 
ghostly witches, waiting for the hour of their 
Sabbath. 

As Deroulede emerged into the open, the 
light from a swinging lantern in the doorway 
fell full upon his face. The foremost of the 
crowd recognised him; a howl of execration 
went up to the cloud-covered sky, and a hun- 
dred hands were thrust out, in deadly menace 
against him. 

It seemed as if they wished to tear him to 
pieces. 

"A la lanteme 1 A la lanteme 1 le traitre 1 " 

He shivered slightly, as if with the sud- 
den blast of cold, humid air, but he stepped 
quietly into the waiting cart, closely followed 
by Juliette. 

The strong escort of the National Guard, 
with Commandant Santerre and his two drum- 
mers, had much ado to keep back the mob. 
It was not the policy of the revolutionary 
government to allow excesses of summary 
justice in the streets: the public execution of 
traitors on the Place de la Revolution, the 
processions in the tumbrils, were thought to be 
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wholesome examples for other would-be trait- 
ors to mark and digest. 

Citizen Santerre, military commandant of 
Paris, had ordered his men to use their bay- 
onets ruthlessly, and, to further overawe the 
populace, he ordered a prolonged roll of 
drums, lest Deroul^de took it into his head to 
speak to the crowd. 

But D^roulede had no such intention: he 
seemed chiefly concerned in shielding Juliette 
from the cold; she had been made to sit in the 
cart beside him, and he had taken off his coat, 
and was wrapping it round her against the 
penetrating rain. 

The eye-witnesses of these memorable events 
have declared that, at a given moment, he 
looked up suddenly with a curious, eager 
expression in his eyes, and then raised himself 
in the cart, and seemed to be trying to pene- 
trate the gloom round him, as if in search of a 
face, or perhaps a voice. 

"A la lantemel A la lantemel" was the 
continual hoarse cry of the mob. 

Up to now, flanked in their rear by the outer 
walls of the Palais de Justice, the soldiers had 
found it a fairly easy task to keep the crowd at 
bay. But there came a time when the cart 
was bound to move out into the open, in order 
to convey the prisoners along, by the Rue du 
Palais, up to the Luxembourg Prison. 
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This task, however, had become more and 
more difficult every moment. The people of 
Paris, who for two years had been told by its 
tyrants that it was supreme lord of the uni- 
verse, was mad with rage at seeing its desires 
frustrated by a few soldiers. 

The drums had been greeted by terrific yells, 
which effectually drowned their roll; the first 
movement of the cart was hailed by a veritable 
tumult. 

Only the women who squatted round the 
gallows had not moved from their position of 
vantage; one of these Msegseras was quietly 
readjusting the rope, which had got out of 
place. 

But all the men and some of the women were 
hterally besieging the cart, and threatening 
the soldiers, who stood between them and the 
object of their fury. 

It seemed as if nothing now could save 
Deroulede and Juliette from an immediate 
and horrible death. 

"A mortl A mortl A la lanteme les 
traitresi" 

Santerre himself, who had shouted himself 
hoarse, was at a loss what to do. He had sent 
one man to the nearest cavalry barracks, but 
reinforcements would still be some little time 
coming; whilst in the meanwhile his men were 
getting exhausted, and the mob, more and 
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more excited, threatened to break through their 
h'ne at every moment. 

There was not another second to be lost. 

Santerre was for letting the mob have its 
way, and he would willingly have thrown it the 
prey for which it clamoured; but orders were 
orders, and in the year I. of the Revolution it 
was not good to disobey. 

At this supreme moment of perplexity he 
suddenly felt a respectful touch on his arm. 

Close behind him a soldier of the National 
Guard — ^not one of his own men — ^was stand- 
ing at attention, and holding a small, folded 
paper in his hand. 

" Sent to you by the Minister of Justice," 
whispered the soldier hurriedly. " The citizen- 
deputies have watched the tumult from the 
HaU; they say you must not lose an 
instant." 

Santerre withdrew from the front rank, up 
against the side of the cart, where a rough 
stable lantern had been fixed. He took the 
paper from the soldier's hand, and, hastily 
tearing it open, he read it by the dim light of 
the lantern. 

As he read, his thick, coarse features ex- 
pressed the keenest satisfaction. 

" You have two more men with you? " he 
asked quickly. 

"Yes, citizen," replied the man, pointing 
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towards his right; "' and the Citizen-Minister 
said you would give me two more." 

"You'll take the prisoners quietly across 
to the Prison of the Temple — you understand 
that?" 

" Yes, citizen; Citizen Merlin has given me 
full instructions. You can have the cart drawn 
back a little more under the shadow of the 
portico, where the prisoners can be made to 
alight; they can then be given into my diarge. 
You in the meantime are to stay here with your 
men, round the empty cart, as long as you can. 
Reinforcements have been sent for, and must 
soon be here. When they arrive you are to 
move along with the cart, as if you were mak- 
ing for the Luxembourg Prison. This ma- 
noeuvre will give us time to deliver the pris- 
oners safely at the Temple." 

The man spoke hurriedly and peremptorily, 
and Santerre was only too ready to obey. He 
felt relieved at thought of reinforcements, and 
glad to be rid of the responsibility of conduct- 
ing such troublesome prisoners. 

The thick mist, which grew more and more 
dense, favoured the new manoeuvre, and the 
constant roll of drums drowned the hastily 
given orders. 

The cart was drawn back into the deepest 
shadow of the great portico, and whilst the 
mob were howling their loudest, and yelling 
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out frantic demands for the traitors, Derou- 
lede and Juliette were summarily ordered to 
step out of the cart. No one saw them, for the 
darkness here was intense. 

"Follow quietly!" whispered a raucous 
voice in their ears as they did so, " or my orders 
are to shoot you where you stand." 

But neither of them had any wish for resist- 
ance. Juliette, cold and numb, was clinging 
to Deroulede, who had placed a protecting arm 
round her. 

Santerre had told off two of his men to join 
the new escort of the prisoners, and presently 
the smaU party, skirting the walls of the Palais 
de Justice, began to walk rapidly away from 
the scene of the riot. 

Deroulede noted that some half-dozen men 
seemed to be surrounding him and Juliette, but 
the drizzling rain blurred every outline. The 
bladmess of the night too had become abso- 
lutely dense, and in the distance the cries of 
the populace grew more and more faint 

Juliette and Deroulfede both vaguely won- 
dered whither they were being led; to some 
other prison mayhap, away from the fury of 
the populace. They felt some sense of satis- 
faction at thought of being freed from that 
pack of raging wild beasts. 

Beyond that they cared nothing. 

In tills supreme moment of their life, when 
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Fate seemed to have heaped upon them every 
misery, every opprobrimn which hmnan crea- 
tures can endure, they felt at perfect peace, 
ahnost perfect happiness. 

With one touch of the hand they had sought 
and found one another's soul. What mattered 
the yelling crowd, the danger of death, the 
noise and tumult of this ugly, sordid world? 
They had found oneXanother, and, hand-in- 
hand, shoulder-to-shoulder, they had gone off 
wandering into the land of dreams, where 
dwelt neither doubt nor titeachery, where there 
was nothing to atone f or, mothing to forgive. 

He no longer said: '" She does not love me 
— ^would she have betrayed nte else? " He felt 
the clinging, trustful touai of her hand, 
and knew that with all her f auh39 her great sin 
and her lasting sorrow, her woman's heart, that 
great and heavenly, priceless treasure which 
God's angels give to their elect, was now 
wholly his. . 

And she knew that he had forgiven — ^nay, 
that he had naught to forgive — ^f or love is 
sweet and tender, and judges not. Love is 
love, whole, trustful, passionate. Love is pa- 
feet understanding and perfect peace. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

A GALLANT KESCUE 

How it all occurred Deroulfede could not after- 
wards have said. The first thing which h< 
distinctly remembered was the sudden cry: 

" A moi, Derouledel 'Tis the Scarlet Pim- 
pernel 1 " 

He felt himself dragged under the doorway 
of a house even as that dieery voice echoed 
along its narrow passage. 

The next moment half-a-dozen men were 
struggling on the floor, whilst there was a 
plentiful supply of honest English oaths. 

Then Deroulfede woke as from a trance. In 
a moment he understood that a miracle of 
pluck and ingenuity had dragged him and his 
beloved from the clutches of theii: enemies. 

A brave and noble friend had planned their 
rescue, and carried it through, with almost 
superhuman ability. 

He himself was momentarily too much 
dazed to be of much use. Already the gallant 
lieutenants of the Scarlet Pimpernel, three 
smart young bucks fresh from the London sea- 
son, had disabled the two soldiers of Santerre, 
and were now busy pinioning them with ropes. 
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Juliette, her mind a prey to the wildest hope, 
which was almost agonising in its intensity, was 
clinging to Deroulede, and staring with large, 
wide-open eyes at the weird, tall figure of 
Citizen Lenoir, who seemed to be dominating 
the entire situation. 

She had heard of the Scarlet Pimpernel, and 
she had seen D6roulede's friend, Sir Percy 
Blakeney, and in the huge apparition of a 
gigantic, grime-covered coal-heaver she was 
trying to trace the elegant appearance of the 
EngUsh dandy. 

"Brogard!" shouted Sir Percy in his 
cheery, somewhat drawly voice. "Where is 
that ass Brogard? Lai man," he added jos 
Citizen Brogard, obsequious and fussy, and 
with pockets no doubt stuffed with British 
gold, came shuffling along, " where the devil 
do you hide your engaging countenance? 
Here 1 another length of rope for these gallant 
soldiers, and a drug down their throats as I 
have prescribed. Demmitl I wish we need not 
have brought them along, but that devil San- 
terre would have been suspicious else. They'll 
come to no harm, though, and can do us no 
mischief." 

Then he turned to Juliette, and with the 
consummate grace which the most elaborate 
etiquette of the times demanded, he made her 
a courtly bow. 
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" Mademoiselle de Mamy," he said, " allow 
me to conduct you to a room, which though 
unworthy of your presence will, nevertheless, 
enable you to rest quietly for five minutes, 
whilst I give my f liend Deroulede further ad- 
vice and instructions. In the room you will find 
a disguise, which I pray you to don with all 
haste. La 1 they are filthy rags, I own, but your 
life and — ^and ours depend upon your help." 

Gallantly he kissed the tips of her fingers, 
and opened the door of an adjoining room to 
enable her to pass through; then, with the 
innate chivalry of his kindly nature, he stood 
aside, so that her final look, as she went, could 
be for Deroulede. 

As soon as the door had closed upon her, he 
once more turned to the men. 

D^roulfede, now fully on the alert, had 
already noted that the three Englishmen, who 
accompanied their leader, were clad in the 
ragged and filthy clothes, afi^ected by the most 
rabid sansculottes of Paris. One of them was 
in the uniform of the National Guard; he it 
was who had transmitted the mock order to 
Santerre. 

Sir Percy himself, with his wide stature and 
the coal dust laid in thick cakes about his 
comely person, looked the Normandy coal 
heaver to the life. 

" And you too, friend," he said, addressing 
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Deroul^de, and pointing to a bundle which lay 
in a comer of the passage, *'slip on this dis- 
guise as fast as you can, and in die meanwhile 
I pray you Usten to me." 

D^roul^de, nothing loth, and with the alert- 
ness bom of this sudden joy and hope, was 
quick to obey. Whilst he changed his clothes, 
Sir Percy Blakeney spoke quickly and emphat- 
ically. 

" My instructions to you, friend," he said, 
with a genial smile, ** are that you take charge 
of Mademoiselle Juliette, that you never leave 
go her hand until you are safely out of Paris. 
Lai an easy task — eh, friend? " 

"Easy enough 1" rejoined D^roulfede; 
"but '' 

" But you want to know how you are going 
to be safely out of Paris to-night, with a howl- 
ing mob causing the authorities to take double 
precautions. Lai we must leave something to 
chance," he added earnestly, " and everything 
to Gk)d." 

The next moment the door of the adjoining 
room had been opened, and a horrible appari- 
tion stood before the men: a woman in filthy 
bodice and skirt, with face covered in grime, 
her yellow hair, matted, blackened, and greasy, 
thrust under a dirty and crumpled cap. 

A shout of rapturous delight greeted this 
uncanny apparition. 



\ 
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Juliette, like the true woman she was, had 
found all her energy and spirits, now that she 
felt that she had an important part to play. 
She woke from her dream to realise that brave 
and noble f ri^ids had risked their lives for the 
man she loved and for her. 

Of herself she did not think; she only 
remembered that her presence of mind, her 
physical and mental strength, would be needed 
to carry the rescue to a successful end. 

Therefore with the rags of a Paris tricot- 
teuse she had also donned her personality. She 
played her part valiantly, and one look at the 
perfection of her disguise was sufficient to 
assure the gallant leader of the band of heroes 
that his instructions would be carried through 
to the letter. 

D6roulede too looked the ragged sans- 
culotte now to the life, with bare and muddy 
feet, frayed breeches, and shabby black-shag 
spencer. The four men stood waiting, to- 
gether with Juliette, whilst Sir Percy hastily 
gave them his final suggestions. 

" We'll mix with the crowd," he said, " and 
do all that the crowd does. It is for us to 
see that that unruly mob does what we want. 
Mademoiselle de Mamy, a thousand con- 
gratulations. I entreat you not to let go tibe 
hand of my friend Deroul^de. Ff oulkes, you 
know your part — and you too, Tony — ^Hast- 
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ings, yours also. And, above all, remember/' 
he said finally, " that our rallying word is the 
shrill cry of tiie sea-mew thrice repeated. De- 
roul^e, I entreat you, follow that, wherever 
you hear it. Follow it until you are outside 
the gates of Paris. Once there, listen for it 
again; it will lead you to freedom and safety 
at last. And now en route. That ass Santerre 
will have dispersed that pack of yelling hyenas 
with his cavalry, by now. They'll to the Tem- 
ple Prison to find their prey; we'll in their 
wake. A moi, friends I and follow the sea- 
mew's cry." 

D^roulMe drew Juliette's hand into his. 

" We are ready," he said; " and God bless 
the Scarlet Pimpernel 1" 

Then the five men, with Juliette in their 
midst, went out into the street once more. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

pilEE LACHAISE 

It was not difficult to guess which way the 
crowd had gone; yells, hoots, and hoarse 
cries could be heard from the farther side of 
the river. 

Citizen Santerre had been unable to keep 
the mob back until the arrival of the cavalry 
reinforcements. 

Within five minutes of the abduction of 
DeroulMe and Juliette the crowd had broken 
through the line of soldiers, and had stormed 
the cart, only to find it empty, and the prey 
disappeared. 

"They are safe in the Temple by now I" 
shouted Santerre hoarsely, in savage triumph 
at seeing them all baffled. 

At first it seemed as if the wrath of the 
infuriated populace, fooled in its lust for 
vengeance, would vent itself against the com- 
mandant of Paris and his soldiers; for a 
moment even Santerre's ruddy cheeks had 
paled at the sudden vision of this unlooked 
for danger. 

Then just as suddenly the cry was raised : 

"TotheTemplel" 
aoo 
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" To the Temple! To the Temple! " came 
in ready response. 

The cry was soon taken up by the entire 
crowd, and in less than two minutes the pur- 
lieus of the Hall of Justice were deserted, and 
the Pont St. Michel, then the Cite and the 
Pont au Change, swarmed with the rioters. 
Thence along the north bank of the river, and 
up the Rue du Temple, the people still yelling, 
muttering, singing the '' Qa ira," and shouting: 
" A la lanteme ! A la lanterne ! " 

Sir Percy Blakeney and his little band of 
followers had found the Pont Neuf and the 
adjoining streets practically deserted. A few 
stragglers from the crowd, soaked through 
with the rain, their enthusiasm damped, and 
their throats choked with the mist, were sulkily 
returning to their homes. 

The desultory group of six sansculottes 
attracted little or no attention, and Sir Percy 
boldly challenged every passer-by. 

" The way to the Rue du Temple, citizen? " 
he asked once or twice, or: 

" Have they hung the traitor yet? Can you 
tell me, citizeness? " 

A grunt or an oath were the usual replies, 
but no one took any further notice of the 
gigantic coal-heaver and his ragged friends. 

At the corner of one of the cross streets, 
between the Rue du Temple and the Rue des 
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Archives, Sir Percy Blakeney suddenly turned 
to his followers: 

" We are close to the rabble now," he said in 
a whisper, and speaking in English; '' do you 
all follow the nearest stragglers, and get as 
soon as possible into the thickest of the crowd. 
We'll meet again outside the prison — ^and 
remember the sea-gull's cry." 

He did not wait for an answer, and presently 
disappeared in the mist. 

Already a few stragglers, hangers-on of the 
multitude, were gradually coming into view, 
and the yells could be distinctly heard. The 
mob had evidently assembled in the great 
square outside the prison, and was loudly 
demanding the object of its wrath. 

The moment for cool-headed action was at 
hand. The Scarlet Pimpernel had planned the 
whole thing, but it was for his followers and 
for those, whom he was endeavouring to rescue 
from certain death, to help him heart and soul. 

DeroulMe's grasp tightened on Juliette's 
little hand. 

"Are you frightened, my beloved?" he 
whispered. 

" Not whilst you are near me," she mur- 
mured in reply. 

A few more minutes' walk up the Rue des 
Archives and they were in the thick of the 
crowd. Sir Andrew Ffoulkes, Lord Anthony 
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Dewhurst, and Lord Hastings, the three Eng- 
lishmen, were in front; Deroulede and Juliette 
immediately behind them. ^ 

The mob itself now carried them along. A 
motley throng they were, soaked through with 
the rain, drunk with their own baffled rage, and 
with the brandy which they had imbibed. 

Everyone was shouting; the women louder 
than the rest; one of them was dragging the 
length of rope, which might still be useful. 

''Qairal 9airal Alalantemel Alalan- 
terne 1 les traitres 1 " 

And Deroulede, holding Juliette by the 
hand, shouted lustily with them : 

"Qairal" 

Sir Andrew Ffoulkes turned, and laughed. 
It was rare sport for these young bucks, and 
they all entered into the spirit of tihe situation. 
They all shouted " A la lantemel " egging and 
encouraging those around them. 

Deroulede and Juliette felt the intoxication 
of the adventure. They were drunk with the 
joy of their reunion, and seized with the wild, 
madf passionate desire for freedom and for 
life. . . . Life and love 1 

So they pushed and jostled on in the mud, 
followed the crowd, sang and yelled louder 
than any of them. Was not that very crowd 
the great bulwark of their safety? 

As well have sought for the proverbial nee- 
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die in the haystack, as for two escaped pris- 
oners in this mad, heaving throng. 

The great, open space in front of the Tem- 
ple Prison looked like one great, seethmg, 
black mass. 

The darkness was almost thick here, the 
ground like a morass, with inches of clayey 
mud, which stuck to everything, whilst the 
sparse lanterns, himg on the prison walls and 
beneath the portico, threw practically no light 
into the square. 

As the little band, composed of the three 
Englishmen, and of Deroulede holding Juli- 
ette by the hand, emerged into the open space, 
they heard a strident cry, like that of a sea- 
mew thrice repeated, and a hoarse voice shout- 
ing from out the darkness: 

" Ma foil I'll not believe that the prisoners 
are in the Temple nowl It is my belief, friends, 
citizens, that we have been fooled once morel " 

The voice, with its strange, unaccountable 
accent, which seemed to belong to no province 
of France, dominated the almost deafening 
noise; it penetrated through, even into the 
brandy-soddened minds of the multitude, for 
the suggestion was received with renewed 
shouts of the wildest wrath. 

Like one great, living, seething mass the 
crowd literally bore down upon the huge and 
frowning prison. Pushing, josthng, yelling. 
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the women screaming, the men cursing, it 
seemed as if that awesome day — ^the 14th of 
July — ^was to have its sanguinary coimterpart 
to-night, as if the Temple were destined to 
share the fate of the Bastille. 

Obedient to their leader's orders the three 
yoimg Englishmen remained in the thick of 
the crowd: together with Deroulede they con- 
trived to form a sturdy rampart roimd Juliette, 
effectually protecting her against rough buf- 
fetings. 

On their right, towards the direction of 
M6nilmontant, the sea-mew's cry at intervals 
gave them strength and courage. 

The foremost rank of the crowd had reached 
the portico of the building, and, with howls 
and snatches of their gutter song, were loudly 
clamouring for the guardian of the grim 
prison. 

No one appeared; the great gates with their 
massive bars and hinges remained silent and 
defiant. 

The crowd was becoming dangerous: whis- 
pers of the victory of the Bastille, five years 
ago, engendered thoughts of pillage and of 
arson. 

Then the strident voice was heard again: 

" Pardi ! the prisoners are not in the Temple I 
The dolts have allowed them to escape, and 
now are afraid of the wrath of the people I " 
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It was strange how easily the mob assimi- 
lated this new idea. Perhaps the dark, frown- 
ing bloek of massive buildings had overawed 
them with its peaceful strength, perhaps the 
dripping rain and oozing day had damped 
their desire for an immediate storming of the 
grim citadel; perhaps it was merely the 
hmnan characteristic of a wish for something 
new, something unexpected. 

Be that as it may, the cry was certainly taken 
up with marvellous, quick-change rapidity. 

" The prisoners have escaped I The prison- 
ers have escaped! " 

Some were for proceeding with the storming 
of the Temple, but they were in the minority. 
AU along, the crowd had been more inclined 
for private revenge than for martial deeds of 
valour; the Bastille had been taken by day- 
light; the effort might not have been so suc- 
cessful on a pitch-black night such as this, when 
one could not see one's hand before one's eyes^ 
and the drizzling rain went through to the 
marrow. 

" They've got through one of the barriers by 
nowl " suggested the same voice, from out the 
darkness. 

"The barriers — ^the barriers 1" came in 
sheep-like echo from the crowd. 

The little group of fugitives and their 
friends tightened their hold on one another. 
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They had understood at last. 

" It is for us to see that the crowd does what 
we want," the Scarlet Pimpernel had said. 

He wanted it to take him and his friends out 
of Paris, and, by .God! he was like to succeed. 

Juliette's heart within her beat almost to 
choking; her strong little hand gripped Derou- 
lede's fingers with the wild strength of a mad 
exultation. 

Next to the man to whom she had given her 
love and her very soul she admired and looked . 
up to the remarkable and noble adventurer, the 
high-bom and exquisite dandy, who with 
grime-covered face, and strong limbs encased 
in filthy clothes, was playing the most glorious 
part ever enacted upon the stage. 

" To the barriers — ^to the barriers I " 

Like a herd of wild horses, driven by the 
whip of the herdsmen, the mob began to scatter 
in all directions. Not knowing what it wanted, 
not knowing what it would find, half forget- 
ting the very cause and object of its wrath, it 
made one gigantic rush for the gates of the 
great city through which the prisoners were 
supposed to have escaped. 

The three Englishmen and DeroulMe, with 
Juliette well protected in their midst, had not 
joined the general onrush as yet. The crowd 
in the open place was still very thick, the out- 
ward-branching streets were very narrow: 
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through these the multitude, scampering, hur- 
rying, scurrying, like a human torrent let out 
of a whirlpool and rushed down headlong 
towards the barriers. 

Up the Rue Turbigo to the Belleville gate, 
the Rue des Filles, and the Rue du Chemin 
Vert, towards Popincourt, they ran, knocking 
each other down, jostling the weaker ones on 
one side, trampling others underfoot. They 
were all rough, coarse creatures, accustomed to 
these wild bousculades, ready to pick them- 
selves up again after any number of falls; 
whilst the mud was slimy and soft to tumble 
on, and those who did tJie trampling had no 
shoes on their feet. 

They rushed out from the dark, open place, 
these creatures of the night, into streets darker 
stilL 

On they ran — onl onl — ^now in thick, heav- 
ing masses, anon in loose, straggling groups — 
some north, some south, some east, some west. 

But it was from the east that came the sea- 
gull's cry. 

The little band ran boldly towards the east. 
Down the Rue de la Republique they followed 
their leader*s call. The crowd was very thick 
here; the Barri^re Menilmontant was close by, 
and beyond it there was the cemetery of Pfere 
Lachaise. It was the nearest gate to the Tem- 
ple Prison, and the mob wanted to be up and 
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doing, not to spend too much time running 
along the muddy streets and getting wet and 
cold, but to repeat the glorious exploits of the 
14th of July, and capture the barriers of Paris 
by force of will rather than force of arms. 

In this rushing mob the four men, with 
Juliette in their midst, remained quite imchal- 
lenged, mere units in an imruly crowd. 

In a quarter of an hour Menilmontant was 
reached. 

The great gates of the city were strongly 
guarded by detachments of the National 
Guard, each under command of an officer. 
Twenty strong at most — what was that against 
such a throng? 

Who had ever dreamed of Paris being 
stormed from within? 

At every gate to the north and east of the 
dty there was now a rabble some four or five 
thousand strong, wanting it knew not what. 
Everyone had forgotten what it was that 
caused him or her to rush on so blindly, so 
madly, towards the nearest barrier. 

But everyone knew that he or she wanted to 
get through that barrier, to attack the soldiery, 
to knock down the captain of the Guard. 

And with a wild cry every city gate was 
stormed. 

Like one huge wind-tossed wave, the popu- 
lace on that memorable night of Fructidor, 
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broke against the cordon of soldiery, that 
vainly tried to keep it back. Men and women, 
drunk with brandy and exultation, shouted 
" Quatorze Juilletl " and amidst curses and 
threats demanded the opening of the gates. 

The people of France would have its will. 

Was it not the supreme lord and ruler of 
the land, the arbiter of the Fate of this great, 
beautiful, and maddened country? 

The National Guard was powerless; the oflS- 
cers in command could offer but feeble resist- 
ance. 

The desultory fire, which in the darkness and 
the pouring rain did very little harm, had the 
effect of further infuriating the mob. 

The drizzle had turned to a deluge, a verit- 
able heavy summer downpour, with occasional 
distant claps of thunder and incessant sheet- 
lightning, which ever and anon illumined with 
its weird, fantastic flash this heaving throng, 
these begrimed faces, crowned with red caps 
of Liberty, these witchlike female creatures 
with wet, straggly hair and gaunt, menacing 
arms. 

Within half-an-hour the people of Paris 
was outside its own gates. 

Victory was complete. The Guard did not 
resist; the officers had surrendered; the great 
and mighty rabble had had its way. 

Exultant, it swarmed around the fortifica- 
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tions and along the terrains vagues which it 
had conquered by its will. 

But the downpour was continuous, and with 
victory came satiety — satiety coupled with wet 
skins, muddy feet, tired, wearied bodies, and 
throats parched with continual shouting. 

At Menilmontant, where the crowd had been 
thickest, the tempers highest, and the yells 
most strident, there now stretched before this 
tired, excited throng, the peaceful vastness of 
the cemetery of Pere Lachaise. 

The great alleys of sombre monuments, the 
weird cedars with their fantastic branches, like 
arms of a himdred ghosts, quelled and awed 
these hooting masses of degraded humanity. 

The silent majesty of this city of the dead 
seemed to frown with withering scorn on the 
passions of the sister city. 

Instinctively the rabble was cowed. The 
cemetery looked dark, dismal, and deserted. 
The flashes of lightning seemed to reveal 
ghostlike processions of the departed heroes of 
France, wandering silently amidst the tombs. 

And the populace turned with a shudder 
away from this vast place of eternal peace. 

From within the cemetery gates, there was 
suddenly heard the sound of a sea-mew calling 
thrice to its mate. And five dark figures, 
wrapped in cloaks, gradually detached them- 
selves from the throng, and one by one slipped 
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into the grounds of P^re Lachaise through 
that break in the wall, which is quite dose to 
the main entrance. 

Once more the sea-gull's cry. 

Those in the crowd who heard it, shivered 
beneath their dripping clothes. They thought 
it was a soul in pain risen from one of the 
graves, and some of the women, forgetting the 
last few years of godlessness, hastily crossed 
] themselves, and muttered an invocation to the 
! Virgin Mary. 

Within the gates all was silent and at peace. 
The sodden earth gave forth no echo of the 
muffled footsteps, which slowly crept towards 
the massive block of stone, which covers the 
graves of the immortal lovers — ^Abelard and 
Heloise. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

CONCLUSION 

These is but little else to record. 

History has told us how, shamefaced, tired, 
dripping, the great, all-powerful people of 
Paris quietly slunk back to their homes, even 
before the first cock-crow in the villages 
beyond the gates acclaimed the pale streak of 
dawn. 

But long before that, even before the church 
bells of the great city had tolled the midnight 
hour. Sir Percy Blakeney and his little band 
of followers had reached tiie little tavern which 
stands dose to the farthest gate of Pere 
Lachaise. 

Without a word, like six silent ghosts, they 
had traversed the vast cemetery, and reached 
the quiet hostelry, where the sounds of the 
seething revolution only came, attenuated by 
their passage through the peaceful city of the 
dead. 

English gold had easily purchased silence 
and good will from the half -starved keeper of 
this wayside inn. A huge travelling chaise 
already stood in readiness, and four good 
Flanders horses had been pawing the ground 

S8S 



CONCLUSION 828 

impatiently for the past half hour. From the 
window of the chaise old Petronelle's face, wet 
with anxious tears, was peering anxiously. 

A cry of joy and surprise escaped D^rou- 
l^de and Juliette, and both turned, with a feel- 
ing akin to awe, towards the wonderful man 
who had planned and carried through this bold 
adventure. 

" Nay, my friend," said Sir Percy, speaking 
more especially to DeroulMe; "if you only 
knew how simple it all was I Gold can do so 
many things, and my only merit seems to be 
the possession of plenty of that commodity. 
You told me yourself how you had provided 
for old P^tronelle. Under the most solemn 
assurance that she would meet her young 
mistress here, I got her to leave Paris. She 
came out most bravely this morning in one of 
the market carts. She is so obviously a woman 
of the people that no one suspected her. As 
for the worthy couple who keep this wayside 
hostel, they have been well paid, and money 
soon procures a chaise and horses. My Eng- 
lish friends and I, we have our own passports, 
and one for Mademoiselle Juliette, who must 
travel as an English lady, with her old nurse, 
P^tronelle. There are some decent clothes in 
readiness for us all in the inn. A quarter of an 
hour in which to don them and we must on our 
way. You can use your own passport, of 
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course; your arrest has been so very sudden 
that it has not yet been cancelled, and we 
have an eight hours' start of our enemies. 
They'll wake up to-morrow morning, begad I 
and find that you have slipped through their 
fingers.'* 

He spoke with easy carelessness, and that 
slow drawl of his, as if he were talking airy 
nothings in a London drawing-room, instead 
of recoimting the most daring, most colossal 
piece of effrontery the adventurous brain of 
man could conceive. 

D6roulede could say^ nothing. His own 
noble heart was too full of gratitude towards 
his friend to express it all in a few words. 

And time, of course, was precious. 

Within the prescribed quarter of an hour the 
little band of heroes had doffed their grimy, 
ragged clothes, and now appeared dressed as 
respectable bourgeois of Paris en route for the 
country. Sir Percy Blakeney had donned the 
livery of a coachman of a well-to-do house, 
whilst Lord Anthony Dewhurst wore that of 
an English lacquey. 

Five minutes later Deroulede had lifted 
Juliette into the travelling chaise, and in spite 
of fatigue, of anxiety, and emotion, it was 
immeasurable happiness to feel her arm en- 
drling his shoijdders in perfect joy and 
trust. 
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Sir Andrew Ffoulkes and Lord Hastings 
joined them inside the chaise; Lord Anthony 
sat next to Sir Percy on the hox. 

And whilst the crowd of Paris was still won- 
dering why it had stormed the gates of the dty, 
the escaped prisoners were borne along the 
muddy roads of France at breakneck speed 
northward to the coast. 

Sir Percy Blakeney held the reins himself. 
With his noble heart full of joy, the gal- 
lant adventurer himself drove his friends to 
safety. 

They had an eight hours' start, and the 
League of the Scarlet Pimpernel had done its 
work thoroughly: well provided with pass- 
ports, and with relays awaiting them at 
every station of fifty miles or so, the journey, 
though wearisome, was free from further 
adventure. 

At Le Havre the little party embarked on 
board Sir Percy Blakeney's yacht the Day- 
Dream, where they met Madame D6roulMe 
and Anne Mie. 

The two ladies, acting under the instructions 
of Sir Percy, had, as originally arranged, pur- 
sued their journey northwards, to the populous 
seaport town. 

Anne Mie's first meeting with Juliette was 
intensely pathetic. The poor little cripple had 
spent the last few days in an agony of remorse. 
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whilst the heavy travelling chaise bore her 
farther and farther away from Paris. 

She thought Juliette dead, and Paul a prey 
to despair, and her tender soul ached when 
she remembered that it was she who had given 
the final, deadly stab to the heart of the man 
she loved. 

Hers was the nature bom to abnegation: 
ay I and one destined to find bliss therein. 
And when one glance in Paul D6roulMe's 
face told her that she was forgiven, her 
cup of joy at seeing him happy beside 
his beloved, was unalloyed with any bit- 
terness. 

It was in the beautiful, rosy dawn of one of 
the last days of that memorable Fructidor, 
when Juliette and Paul Deroulede, stand- 
ing on the deck of the Day-Dream, saw 
the shores of France gradually receding from 
their view. 

D6roulede*s arm was roimd his beloved, her 
golden hair, fanned by the breeze, brushed 
lightly against his cheek. 

" Madonna I " he murmured. 

She turned her head to him. It was the first 
time that they were quite alone, the first time 
that all thought of danger had become a mere 
dream. 

The mist even now was wrapping in its 
obliterating embrace the shores of the land 
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where they had both suffered, where they had 
both learned to love. 

He took her in his arms. 

" My wife! " he whispered. 

The rosy light touched her golden hair; he 
raised her face to his, and soul met soul in one 
long, passionate kiss. 
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with the king and dancing with the princess royal of Va- 
leria. Strangely enough, Dalberg proves to be of the blood 
royal of Valeria, is reinstated into his ancestral rights, and 
when matters are about to reach a climax, the pretender 
steps in, and there ensues an encounter between American 
pluck and unscrupulous cleverness. 

** There's not a dull page in it.*'— 7)h# Index, Pauhurg. 

** A ilap-dashing vacatton«<Uy romance.*'— JSI^Mtiiv 5Swt, New York, 

" So naively fresli in its liandling, to plausible through Its nataralness* 

that it comes like a mountain breesc across the far-apreading desert of 

similar romances.'*— <?Artf//«>7lMitfi, Fitisburg, 

mmtralions In Colon bj CLARCNCC F. UNDERWOOD 
lano. DMOffttAsd dodi. f I.50 



J. B. Lippincott Company* Philadelphia 



BREAKERS 
AHEAD 



-A NEW AMERICAN NOVEL- 



o( love and plot, full of exdtement and incident, by 

A. MAYNARD BARBOUR 

Author op 
•'That Malnwaring Affair** (12 editions) 

««At the Time Appointed ** (10 editions) 

" Mac *' Denning^ is a man of jgreat force of 
character, resourceful, clever, andattractive, but 
very selfish. He accumulates a large fortune in 
mines and banking, but still he is not happy, for 
he can not throw of! the memory of the wife he 
had deserted because of her inferior social posi- 
tion. The latter part of the story is full of 
dramatic incidents, when an attractive widow 
with a lovable little daughter, and his son, whom 
he has never seen, appear on the scene. 

" A novel to itir the pulse of the moit blu6 reader of fiction.**— ^oj/m 

** Fall of action and with a renurkably eflectfTC cndinff. **—^Mor^ 
Heroid^ Chicago. 

" Constantly grows in interest as it proRresscs and in its coadndin^ 
chapteis becomes so tense that it leaves the reader no option but to finiw 
it before potting it Aomv^y^Eoemng Telegraphy PhikUUlpUa. 

Frontispiece in colors, by James L. Wood 
12ino. Decorated cloth, $1.50 



J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 

PHILADELPHIA 



**A remarkable book." — Chicago Tribune 

Angel of Pain 

BY E. F. BENSON 

Author of ''The Challoners," '*The Inmtfe in 
the Sand/' *' Dodo/' etc., etc 

THIS genuine love story takes the reader among 
beautiful countiy scenes in England, and tells 
of a great sacrifice for love. It involves the 
happiness of two men who were great friends, but in 
love with the same woman. The disappointment of 
one causes their estrangement, though they finally 
are united as brothers for a time by the ^^Angel of 
Pain." The character of Tom Merivale brings into 
the book a touch of the supernatural. A hermit by 
choice, he lived in a forest and possessed a strange 
power over birds and beasts, with whom he talked 
familiarly. 

"One of the bat of the pretent-diy aovck*'— Pteifciy;^ Ditfstth, 

'*Marie CoreUi henelf coold not have mTcaiad a more wooderful char- 
acter than Tom Merindc.**— Jk/iiiMr« Ntwu 

"A distinct achierement; it hi exceeds anythnif in tUentod aothor hat 
prerioutljr prDdacod.**^iV«W4irA E^t€mmg Newt, 

12 mo. aoth»Sl.50 
J. B. Lippincott Company. Philadelphia 



THE CHALLONERS 

By E. F. BENSON 

i2mo. Clothy $i.so. 

The theme is a Other's concern lest his children 
become contaminated by what he considers an un- 
wholesome social atmosphere. The book is filled with 
Mr. Benson's clever observations on the English smart 
set, and the love-story shows him at his best. 



MORGANATIC 

By max NORDAU 
I2MO. Decorated clothy $1.50. 

This new book by the author of *' Degeneration," 
has many of the qualities which gave its predecessor 
such a phenomenal sale. It is a study of morgan- 
atic mp^riage, and full of strong situations. 

I. B. LIPPINCOTT company, PHILADELPHIA 



OLIVE LATHAM 

By E. L. VOYNICH 

Antbor of "Jack Raymond'* and •' The Gadfly.'* Cloth, $1.50 

'' The author's knowledge of this matter has been pain- 
fully personal. Her husbjuid, a Polish political refugee, 
at die age of twenty-two, was arrested and thrown into 
a vile Russian prison without trial, and spent five years 
of his life thereafter in Siberian exile, escaping in 1890 
and fleeing to England. Throughout ^ Olive Latham* 
you get the impression that it is a veritable record of what 
one woman went through for love. . . . This painful, 
poignant, powerfully-written story permits one full insight 
into the cruel workings of Russian justice and its effects 
upon the nature of a well-poised Englishwoman. Olive 
comes out of the Russian hell alive, and lives to know 
what happiness is again, but the horror of those days in 
St. Petersburg, the remembrance of the inhumanity which 
killed her lover never leaves her. ... It rings true. 
It is a grewsome study of Russian treatment of political 
offenders. Its theme is not objectionable — a criticism 
which has been brought against other books of Mrs. 
Voynich's." — Chicago Record- Herald. 

'* So vividly are the coming events made to cast their 
shadows before, that long before the half-way point is 
reached the reader knows that Volodya's doom is near at 
hand, and that the chief interest of the story lies not with 
him, but with the girl, and more specifically with the 
curious mental disorders which her long ordeal brings 
upon her. It is seldom that an author has succeeded in 
depicting with such grim horror the sufferings of a mind 
that feels itself slipping over the brink of sanity, and 
clutches desperately at shadows in the effort to drag itself 
hack.**^JVew York Globe. 



J. B. LIFPINCOTT COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA. 



THE ISSUE 

By GEORGE MORGAN 

Widi fraQli4>ieoe and five dnwingi by GEORGE A. ^tOLLIAMS 
12iiio. Ootfa, $1.50 



"By long odds the most striking literary event of the 
year." — PhUadeiphia North American. 

'* 'The Issue* is one of the best novels of its period." 
— Baltimore Sun. 

"Mr. Morgan has lifted the battlefields of the South 
from their provincial setting and marked them on the great 
war map of the world." — New York Evening Post, 

" It has a wide sweep. It is full of vigorous movement, 
of vivid, stirring pictures. Its turns and phrases are sur- 
prising, startling. It will gratify and satisfy the reader." — 
New York Sun. 

"A remarkably clear, just, and at the same time enter- 
taining pen-picture of the most momentous period in Ameri- 
can history. A book to make one think. It is one of the 
most substantial and worthy efforts of the year. The most 
striking work of its type extant Here is a novel of Ameri- 
can life that is really worth while." — Philadelphia Record. 

"Such novels as 'The Issue* are rare upon any theme. 
. . . Superior to ' The Crisis* ... a work that must have 
cost tremendous toil, a masterpiece." — Pittsburgh Gagette. 

"Will stand prominently forth as the strongest book that 
the season has given us. A book that is dramatic, pictur- 
esque, and is yet realistic.*' — Philadelphia Ledger. 
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VANITY 
SQUARE. 

Filtb Avenue Ufe 

By 
Cdgar Salttis 

AffttHor tif 

GERALD UXHILL had evoythiiig thtt t num ia tup- 
posed to need to make him perfectly happy — ^wealth, 
•ocial position, a beautiful home, a charming wile, and 
a dear little daughter — yet a longing for something, he knew 
not what, possessed him. The story tells of a strange experi- 
ence that comes to him and almost miraculously reveals the 
true value of his greatest possession — ^the love and devotion of 
his wife — and brings contentment. 

*'A tmart and mterotinf itDry.*'— &ttriijF Ttmn^ Nno T$rk, 

'*A stiikiiif ttory, full of dnmatic punies and with mora than one 
thriU to kr^FAilsdti^ Prus. 

**A remarkable itory in mora wnaa than one. If yon an m aactt of 
•onathinf entirely ori|^nal{ aotnrthiny that wUl (umiih Ibod for thoafht, 
by all meant read < Vanity Square.* ** — Indtx, Fiuihurg. 

12 mo. Decorated Cloth, %l .25 
J. B# Lippincott Companya Philadelphia 



PIGS IN CLOVER 

BY "FRANK DANBY" 

•vo. Decorated cloth, $1.50. 

"By far the most powerful and searching 
piece of fiction of the year." — The Bookman. 

'* Has a vigor like that Charles Reade used 
to show." — Buffalo Commercial. 

" A powerful society and political romance 
which is still more powerful as a novel of 
character." — Brooklyn Eagle. 

*'The most effective realistic novel of a 
decade." — Professor Guy Carleton Lee. 

"The book is written with insight, sincerity 
of purpose, and rugged virility." — The New 
York Commercial Advertiser. 

" One of the most powerful and sustained 
stories read in many months." — Dr. Harrv 
Thurston Peck. 

"A novel of unusual power, brilliant, and 
full of insight into character. It is a book 
to read." — Detroit Free Press, 



J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA 
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